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CHAPTER I, 

“ This let me hope, that when to puhlio view 
i bring iny pictures—men may feel them true.” 

Crabbe. 

A TiiorsAND beauties surrounding the home 
of Beverley Dcntnoris, were the objects of Lady 
Wilverton’s co!:iemplation, as she turned from 
her favourite bay windo^Yj surprised by the 
ejaculation of her brother, who at the moment 
was eagerly unfolding a huge ship letter, bear¬ 
ing the previous day^s post-mark from Deal. 
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’ '« * 

“ Marianne/* exclaimed the Eector, “ this 

* r 

letter anjigiinces the arrival of ‘ Tlic Ocean’s 
Briqj^* 20 days before she was expected. The 
children arc well, and I must be in town by 
twelve o’clock to-morrow morning.” 

“ Indeed! how glad I am! They will find 
some few weeks of summer left ere the chilly 
autumn comes to wither all our flowers, 
Beverley. Are they nice children? As much 
worth loving as their brother?” observed the 
Aunt, betrayed into unusual vivacity. “ How 
Harold will lament his own absence, and envy 
ns our joy!” 

‘‘ The thoughts which occupy my ^ind 
rather trouble than delight me, Marianne. 1 
am not addicted to superstitious misgivings, 
yet this hurried note from the captain of the 
vessel, unaccompanied by a Faster from Lord 
Dentnoris, puzzles me amusingly, and gives a 
sort of importance to the trifling nonsense 
conveyed to ns through the medium of that 
sad traitor, Arthur;—^l)ut how absurd to allow 
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these melancholy presentiments to waste the 
brief moments left foi* preparation before my 
journey ! It was thus our forefathers conjured 
lip ghosts and goblins; pray let us deprecate 
a return to the iincient horrors of demonology 
and witchcraft. 1 assure you, Marianne, the 
discussions awaiting us at the breakfast table 
seem infinitely more inviting. Come, the urn 

hisses louder than ever to remind a forgetful 

* 

mistress of its presence; quick tlien, Marianne, 
and do not discard your old speculations re¬ 
lating to tea and sugar, for the sake of new 
cares in prospective.” 

“ It is not probable I shall forget that 
I hold the enviable post of tea-maker to the 
Rector of Lands worth, who certainly may 
boast of a few pri^iseworthy contrivances for 
rendering the task no sinecure,” added Lady 
Wilverton, playfully. 

Breakfast over, the passing “ stage” was 
hailed, the uncle departed, and, with a thought¬ 
ful heart, the graceful lyidow sought tlie cool 

b2 
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shade of the garden, and amidst the growing 
luxuriance of wild and partially cultured trees, 
encouraged the returning memories of by-gone 
years, thence ottempting to form the picture 
of her new and juvenile guests. 

The morning’s announcement had awakened 
Lady Wilverton to reminiscences long un¬ 
referred to; and almost a painful regret followed 
the wonder with which she confessed how calm 
a dream had succeeded to the suffering of 
intense horror—how soon she had overcome 

the engrossing lessons taught in loneliness and 

« 

vicissitude. 

These musings were at length interrupted 
by the importunate domestics, who, busy with 
the minor preparations requisite for the chil- 

t 

dren, and fancying, from tte anticipated addi¬ 
tion to tiie family circle, that each acquired 
some new prerogative, “overwhelmed their 

•* k 

meditative mistress by a catalogue of inquiries 
and applications connected with the future 
whereabout of the little visitors,— whether the 
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suite of rooms occupied by Mr. Harold would 
not better answer tUe purpose of a nursery, &c. 

Thus time wore on, and the fourth evening 
arrived, bright and glorious in the beams of a 
red departing sun. 

Landsworth Rectory was romantically situ¬ 
ated on the rising brow of a hill, sloping over 
a magnificent valley. A stream of clearest 
blue glided through the gardens into the lake 
below; clusters of coloured wild-flowers strewed 
the margin of its glistening bed, while the 
long lane-like avenue of ash, laburnum, roses, 
lilac, and sweet briar, was left half neglected 
in its wilderness of sweet blossoms, in the rich 
fulness of their summer bloom. 

On the south i^ide, the fine old gates opened 
to the “ Oak Road,” as the double grove of 
noble trees was usually designated 5 and, indeed, 
the whole scene told of that sublime first cause 
—the great Creator. 

The golden kin^ of the western sky sank 
gorgeously behind the Manor House, throwing 
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out the auti(tue .home of Dentnoris into the 
grassy-terraced foregroun4. There was no 
cloud upon that scene to loll of life’s decaying 
joyfulncss, no gloom to warn the sanguine 
mind of winter’s sure return, and with it the 
certain withering of the living landscape 
around, the fading of warm tints so myste¬ 
riously splendid in their combined refulgence. 
Even from the field-flowers Hope and Happi¬ 
ness laughed forth, whife blithe birds carolled 
in the merry-looking branches of the well- 
filled orchard. 

“ And will Aunt Marianne look grave, and ■ 
very proud?” asked a clear young voice, 
arousing Lady Wilverton from her dreamy 
watching of the entrance to the avenue. 

“ Neither grave, nor proud, my boy; but 
here she comes to answer for herself.” 

“Oh! how .pretty ^he is,” exclaimed Sarah. 
“ See, our aunt U pretty.” 

A quiet smile of melancholy affirmation 
served for the boy’s reply, as the merry girl 
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approached her aunt, fearless and caress- 
ingly. 

“ Sec, our aunt w pretty!” lingered in the 
memory of Lady Wilverton, and slie longed 
for an interpretation of the singular emphasis. 

George Dentnoris, unlike his older brother, 
was not a handsome boy, but his look and 
bearing betokened high descent, with a counte¬ 
nance ever varying with emotions of succes¬ 
sive thought, as if struggling to conceal an 
overpowering recollection of recent sorrow 
and alarm. 

The fairy-like sister, his junior by four 
years, presented a cheerful contrast; long and 
golden curls flowed wantonly over her dazzling 
neck. Upon her uncle’s arm hung the shawl 
she had discarded on entering the rectory 
grounds, and a cottage bonnet of white straw, 
with soft blue ribbons, shaded one of the 
prettiest blonde faces in the world. Eyes 
sparkling like drops of blue water, then sub¬ 
duing into childhood’s thoughtfulness, the 
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dimpled cheek, aud nose m slightly in the 
ascendant that one declared a preference for 
“fe nez retroms^'^ instantly on seeing it; 
indeed, the contour of little Sarah Dentnoris 
was pronounced almost faultless by the most 
fastidious admirer of feminine loveliness. 

Tliey were noble-Iooking orphans; and Aunt 
Marianne felt how probable it was that her 
hope might be fulfilled, and her new charges 
prove as much worth loving as their brother. 
A succession of novelties quickly wearied the 
young travellers, and the deep sleep of pro- 

I 

found forgetfulness, we fain trust, soothed the 
aching remembrance of the youthful sorrowers. 

On descending the stairs, and still dwelling 
on the voices of the last “ Good night,” Lady 
Wilverton met her brother pale and dejected, 
and evidently burdened with any other than 
satisfactory intelligence. 

A settled melancholy gaze was all that 
replied to her anxious questions as he led her 
to the drawing-room, lyhere the dismal record 
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of a self-murdered cousin, Lord George Dent- 
noris, was to be revealed. 

This fatal intelfigcncei so carelessly dis« 
closcfl, so fearful in itself, and terrible to the 
minds of his children, wholly convulsed the 
kindly heart of Beverley Dentnoris; and, plac¬ 
ing the manuscripte he had received from the 
hands of tlfe nurse, Villiers, who had accom¬ 
panied the children from India, in those of his 
sister, he fell back in an agony of suppressed 
emotion. 

Marianne glanced over the charaeters of the 
letter, blotted by the tears of their lost cousin, 
and quickly recognised in the note wafered to 
the corner of the document, the well-known 
writing of her former favourite, Brook Em- 
mersly. It was the first she read:— 

“ Deak Mr. Dentnoris, 

“ Poor Lord George is no more. I only 
lament to add, he terminated a gentlemanly 
career by his own hand. And upon my honour 
there is so little worth living for in this valley 

B 3 
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of darkness (oiu' earth) that the sooner a man 
returns |p his original clay the better, except 
that the ‘something afteif death* makes one 
hesitate, and rather, (See. dec* 

“ I trust that essence of goodness, my Aunt 
Marianne, will hear this ill-starred episode in 
the advent of my Indian life with her usual 
most singular fortitude. 

“ I arrived on the night previous to the per¬ 
petration of the deed, and thought Lord Dcnt- 
noris looked absolutely gay. The next moni- 
ing he wavered a good deal about the departure 
of the little ones, and at length became actually 
frantic in his grief. 

“ I prevailed on him to leave the few pre¬ 
liminary arrangements to their governess (Mrs. 
Delvor) and myself; he thanked me, and 
promised to be tranquil. He was so. Little 
Georgy*s face, when I returned, bore the most 
startling impress of grief. 1 was alarmed, and 
but too soon saw the palpable reality. 

‘ “ It was a harrowing event, and one which 
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should deter a man from suicide. Commend 
me to my gracious aunt, and consider me at 
all times, yours ialthlully, 

“ B. E.” 

With tearful eyes, and her woman’s heart 
all sadness. Lady Wilverton turned from the 
reckless expressions of her chosen nephew— 
her once so fondly cherished favourite, to the 
manuscript containing the final behest of Lord 
Dentnoris* 

I, Lord George Dentnoris, father of Harold, 
George, and Sarah Dentnoris, espoused the 
widow of an officer of the 60th Eifles. We 
were married in the church of * * *” (hero 
follows an erasure). “ Our marriage having 
taken place so immediately after the death of 
my wife*s first husband, we considered it ad¬ 
visable to conceal the event for a time, as also 
the name of the village in which the rite was 
solemnized. The sequel, however, will clear 
the mystery. I have very recently learned some 
facts in which ray legitimate son Harold's title 
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to the inheritance is involved, and to George 
in succession. Nor shall rife scandal ——” 

“ This abrupt conclusioft to the sentence 
(continues Mr. Emmersly) prompts me to 
believe, that, called away by some new impulse, 
the writer forgot to refer again to this very 
important feature in the question of descent. 
1 am not a clever historian, and cannot there¬ 
fore enter more fully into the particulars of 
this catastrophe. 

“ You will see among the papers forwarded 
an attested statement, signifying that Harold 
should receive an additional five hundred per 
annum, and the younger children each three 
hundred. 

“ It seems a trifling sum to allow for their 
maintenance, considering the wind-falls Dent- 
noris has had lately; unless, indeed, he medi¬ 
tated self-annihilation, and entertained a few 
doubts as to the inheritance of the entailed 
property, independent of which he could, of 
course, afford the sum totab 
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“ I conceive, from all I cau learn, that Lord 
Dcntnoris never wholly recovered from the de¬ 
jection consequent On the loss of his beautiful 
wife.' She died, as you may remember, in 
giving birth to the splendid girl, you, at tho 
moment of perusing this, may have a better 
opportunity than myself of forming a judg¬ 
ment upon, seeing that the chances are ten to 
one she sits beside yom 

“ I never saw a man more valiantly suppress 
the tumult of his stubborn sorrow than our 
poor friend; and yet I am told that on the 
death of Lady Dentiioris, the very consolation 
of his beautiful children, which, I verily 
lieve, might have imbued even my incorrigible 
self with virtuous resolutions, acted in a dia¬ 
metrically opposite ratio with their father. 

“ They say that, when the nurse presented 
tho newly born infant, he Absolutely shuddered, 
and, at times, vehemently apostrophised the 
innocent girl as her sainted mother’s mur¬ 
deress ; and as the child shrank in fear from the 
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gesticulations of her father, he would sternly 
trace the agonies of his dying wife in the look 
of terror from her oflFspringr 

“ The parting sc^e I give you in Mrs. Del- 
vor’s letter. Adieu. 

“ Yours faithfully, 

« B. E. 

“ P.8. I met Harold at Munich. What 
pity he should hold no certain proof of his 
legitimacy! 

“ I always feared any painful allusion to 
that hurried union. I know not why, but a 
yearning desire to possess the certificate of 
their marriage has troubled my spirit for se¬ 
veral years; my sorrow is, that I did not put 
the necessity lor such a thing more clearly be¬ 
fore Dentnoris.” 

“ It is singular,” said Lady Wilverton, with 
a heightened blush, “ that Mr. Emmersly 
should interest himself in a matter so entirely 
unconnected with his concerns; he who usually 
evinces too idle U' mind for any but his own 
j^uliar amusements; and, methinks, a less 
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explicit history of poor George’s failings would 
have proved him a more amiable historian.” 

Ah! yes,” muhnured the Rector, “ he is 
too reckless, and—Marianne, a new thought 
has struck me. Did the proud George Dent- 
noris admit Brook Emmersly to such intimate 
friendliness, so heartily despising the little 
knowledge he gained of his adventures—^yon 
remember his letter ?” 

“ Perhaps Brook was the only gentleman 
near him at the moment in whom our iin- 
happy cousin could dare to confide,” rejoined 
Lady Wilverton. 

“ Perchance he was.” 

Still,” added the sister, pi'oudly, “ Mr. Em¬ 
mersly might more delicately have worded his 
report, and at the same time supported his 

character for gentlemanly frankness, which 

« 

last virtue, I lament to fear, originates in a 
latent unkind jealousy towards Harold, the 
mysteries of which have never yet been un¬ 
ravelled to us, Beverley.” 

“ Exactly so ; but his motive for annoying 
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you, Marianne, is inexplicable, and as unpar* 
donable as wicked on any grounds.” 

“ Shall I read this letter ‘of Mrs. Delvor’s?” 

asked the faltering voice of the widow, with a 
* . 

sigh so full of grief, that the Rector bitterly 
reproached himself for the utterance of even 
an indistinct allusion to his sister’s sad disap¬ 
pointment. 

‘‘ I will relieve you, my Marianne, and while 
you listen, remember, our God alone can dis¬ 
pense judgment, let weak mortals rail as their 
evil nature is prone to do. He also will re¬ 
deem the guiltless. I vainly strive against a 
presentiment, which, despite my best endea¬ 
vours, somehow attributes to Brook Emniersly 
a participation in feelings unworthy of him. 

“ He was and is a friend of Arthur Dent- 
noris; nevertheless, I indulge the firm convic¬ 
tion, that not only was the act of slaughter 
unpremeditated, but likewise that Harold’s 
rights ai*e unquestionable. 

> Prior to reading Mr. Emmersly’s disserta** 
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tion, I doubted many things; since the perusal 
of his remarks, my^ opinion has undergone a 
complete revulsion, unaccountable to myself, 
however very necessary in the furtherance of 
plans as yet imperfectly matured.” 

There was an impatience in the accents of 
the Rector, and sad fears rushed through the 
mind of his sister, compelling a thousand hor¬ 
rible fancies to shape themselves into words 
and sentences, till the beloved nephew of early 
days fell lower in the standard of her imagi¬ 
nation, and the kindly Marianne reluctantly 
yielded to the universal opinion of his aban- 
donment. 

The following letter from Mrs. Delvor to 
Mr. Emmersly was then read, and found to 
contain the faithful, last sad account of their 
deceased relation;— 

“ Dear Sir, 

“ The children appear tolerably contented. 
The vessel sails this evening. Villiers is with 
them, and I really think she will fulfil her trust. 
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There is an air of superiority about her, which 
pleases me exceedingly. She is evidently an 
educated woman.” 

What caused the blush suffusing the brow 
of Brook Emmcrsly, as he read this eulogium 
on the woman engaged, upon the recommenda¬ 
tion of an acquaintance, to take the orphans of 
Lord Dentnoris to England? She wore the 
Syrian garb, and her complexion waf^ wholly 
Asiatic. Had her blue eye the look that dis¬ 
quieted him? 

She certainly had been beautiful, but the 
swarthy hue of her neck and face seemed of 
an^^unnatural colour, and in his presence she 
bad not spoken. 

The children evidently looked confidingly on 
the benevolent beaming of her expressive eyes; 
then why alone Brook Emmersly dared not 
meet them the sequel of our tale shall tell. We' 
will now continue the letter, which ran thus s— 

“ The man-servant, notwithstanding your 
description of his fidelity, seems a less pleasing 
person; however, I must rdy on njy unpractised 
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study of physiogiiODiy, since you tell me his 
features are not indicative of his disposition. 
Were they the index, I think I could wish to 
discharge liim; however, I have a sort of im¬ 
plicit confidence in Villiers—her gentleness 
and good sense appear to triumph over little 
troubles. 

She has much firmness of purpose, too, and 
is herself too experienced in grief to be igno¬ 
rant of the feelings of poor George, dear boy ! 
I think every care has been taken for the 
comfort of Lady Dentnoris’s children. 

“ I had no particular admiration for Lord 
Dentnoris, and the remissness he has been 
guilty of in neglecting to make his marriage 
appear more clear to the world in general, has 
not tended to remove the unfortunate preju¬ 
dice ; yet, pardon me for this inadvertent 
judgment on the dead. Ilis children, 1 am 
persuaded, are not to bear the bar sinister. 

“You ask lor the outline of your friend’s 
Indian life. 

“ I gave it you, as far as the dear lady was 



20 GOALS AND GUERDONS; OR, 

concerned, I knew little of them until about 
two years before Sarah’s birth. 

Lord Dentnoris, it is well known, mixed 
in the world, vainly hoping to meet the proto¬ 
type of his buried wife. 

He actually craved for the companionship 
of such another gifted creature^ not perceiving 
that the passionate idolatry whence the desire 
emanated, forbade his seeing, even in utmost 
loveliness, an equality with t];ie charms he de- 
plored. 

At length, abandoning this wild aspiration, 
he was imperceptibly drawn nearer to his chil¬ 
dren, while a flushed cheek and proudly affec¬ 
tionate look invariably succeeded the receipt 
of Harold’s well-known superscription. And 
had you not —here an erasure again 

occurs. He seemed to know not whence to 

, « 

turn, or where to fljr. 

“ If I adverted to a religious thought, his 
rejoinder proved the chaos in bis heart. Ko 
principle therein had ever been arranged. Im- 
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pulse, and impulse alone, governed every ac* 
tion; all Ms doings were the result of un- 

f 

schooled pride and inextinguishable prejudices. 

To love,"with George Dentnoris, was to 
live—to lose the object of that love, proved 
death. 

“ For eight long years he struggled on, me¬ 
chanically performing his military duties, hus¬ 
banding his wealth, unwilling to quit the land 
of his dead Sara^, and laughing only when the 
opportunity to scorn the world was his plea¬ 
sure; yet there was a light, a gladness, in his 
countenance when in the presence of his chil¬ 
dren. 

“ Of Lady Dentnoris I have given you my 
sketch. I was truly attached to her, and as 
faithfully bound to the service of her children, 
and uncontrollable circumstances only could 
deny me. the delight of accompanying them to 
their mother's land. 

“ The parting interview with his little girl 
was heartrending in the extreme. I trembled 
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till my bosom well nigh burst with its load of 

grief; and though it be painful for you, my 

dear sir, to peruse these mournful pages, yet it 

is part of my promise to relate the appalli^ 

scene. Thank heaven! the recital cannot dress 

« 

itself in the horrors of the living tragedy. 

“ A cheerful sight preceded the terrible 
event—the two children merrily chatting in 
their father's room. Alas! they were inter¬ 
rupted by the sudden announcement of the 
boat’s arrival to convey them away. The un¬ 
welcome herald was desired to wait. 

“ You will naturally ask, when did Lord 
Dentnoris overcome his repugnance to the pre¬ 
sence of his daughter? The remorse arising 
from that bitter misjudgment but increased 
the anguish of the parting. 

“ With human hearts it must be ever thus: 
his jealous wrath, ^ that for the babe its mo¬ 
ther died,' gradually lost its influence, and 
even more than parental fondness gained an 
arbitrary dominion over the once cold father 
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—he loved her dearly! His former rancour 
imperceptibly gave place to excessive devo- 
tion. 

“ The final warning at length arrived—the 
thought seemed madness to him; he raved of 
his love for them, averring tliat with their last 
look his better angels would depart; without 
them whence should come his light—^liis exist¬ 
ence? whence the dream of heaven—the happy 

taste of quietude^ and home ? The last hour 

« 

flew by—^the last, the fatal hour, with but a 
few moments to precede the wrench of earth’*' 
best, closest tie. 

“ Poor Lord Dentnoris! people remember 
him here as the gayest of the gay, whose voice 
seemed the constant harbinger of fun for youth, 
contagious mirth for age or sickness; now ab¬ 
ject and most lone he sat, gazing on his little 
Sarah, taking one deep, long look, to fill the 
memory for years, as she stoic away to climb 
behind his chair, and twine her small soft arms 
about his neck, entreating him to accompany 
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his own Sarah to the ‘ merry England ^ he had 
so often talked to her about* 

come with little tSally, papa; will 

you?’ 

‘ I will! I vow I will/ peremptorily eja¬ 
culated the father. 

“ It was now my turn to expostulate. Ilis 
very life (as you know) would have been pe¬ 
rilled by such a step—the crisis of his court- 
martial at hand, and his judges so inexorably 
inveterate. It was impossible. 

“ ‘ No, Lord Dentnoris ; far better detain 
your children,’ I observed. 

“ ‘ No I no!’ he wildly retorted. ^ No! no! 
I will be tranquil; you have recalled me to my 
senses. I must play the soldier’s part; his 
hardest task I must fulfil. They shall acquit 
me honourably! I desert my post, for aught 
but my country’s benefit or the cause of ho¬ 
nour? No! at least they must acknowledge 
my motive for quitting the spot, at which, like 
a prisoner, I may have slept, and tlic ■ 
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have been cut off. No! I must be acquitted, 

and then a trial for cowardice to those who 

• 

accuse me, who, unwilling themselves to ha¬ 
zard the die, crept to the court for redress. 
No! no! The world shall determine on whom 
the blast of fear fell during that dark battle- 
day/ 

“ The nervous spasm returned as he pressed 
the darling girl to his breaking heart, calling 
on me to take her away. ‘ My soul will leap 
from out its boundary, I know; I feel it 
nowT he vociferated; then, sinking into a 
more gentle tone, whispered huskily, ‘ I un¬ 
derstand my inability to be absent from tlie 
court-martial/ 

“ I left the room with the weeping child, 
Georgy only remaining to complete the repair 
of an expensive toy—a mimic battery, and 
dreaming in his busy mind of the time when 
he would be a soldier, like his father. He 
turned to speak the thought; but quickly per¬ 
ceiving that his parent’s brow was clouded, 
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resumed his work. Then, with the hope to 
chase its shadows once again, as he had so fre¬ 
quently done before, he grasped the hand held 
out towards him,—started. 

‘‘ The report of a pistol and one heavy groan 
paralysed the affrighted boy; his young eyes 
fixed upon the rolling balls of his father’s. 

A shrilJ, wild, frenzied scream, and the 
child was silent, cold, and mute as the still 
tenant of the grave. No sob, no tear, but low 
and hollowly he emitted the sound rather than 
spoke, ‘ My father !’ and pointing to the pistol 
near the self murdered man, ‘ that has killed 
my father.* 

“ We tried a thousand efforts to disengage 
his hand from that of the scarce less icy one 
he clasped. We told him Lord Dentnoris only 
swooned, and urged him by every argument to 
quit the body, and not allow his sister to hear 
of the accident. My own perception alone 
could have induced me to believe that so young 
a face could wear the aspect of such impene¬ 
trable horror. 
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“ Medical aid was instantly procured, but 
to no purpose; life was extinct. One moment 
had dislodged the soul from earth to eternity; 
it had passed unsummoned into the presence 
of the King of kings, unredeemed from this 
world^s guilt by any outward sign, reserving (if 
it so can be)but the swift transit to another land 
wherein to supplicate the pardon of his Judge, 
—a brief, brief space of time for penitence. 

“ After awhile the boy raised his heavy eyes 
to mine. I felt instantly overpowered, and 
wept. My tears evidently roused him from 
his muteness. Again he screamed—servants 
rushed simultaneously into the room, and the 
tumult of distress began anew; incessantly he 
shrieked for his father, till senseless and cold 
he sank upon the pillow. I could not feel 
sufficiently thankful for little Sarah^s absence. 

“ The history is easily finished. We removed 
the dear children. You are acquainted with 
the after proceedings; and I love the sweet 
orphans too well to think of to-morrow with 

c 2 
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tranquillity, when, however, I hope to have 
the pleasure of seeing you, and adding any 
information I may have omitted to give you. 

“ I am, dear Sir, yours truly, 

Jeannette Delvor.” 

“ Does it not appear strange, Beverley, that 
Brook Emmersly should require this written 
testimony of the sad event? 1 do not under¬ 
stand the trouble he has taken to make every 
particular so unnecessarily clear.” 

‘‘ Oh! yes, yes, Marianne, it is wise, judi¬ 
cious, extremely judicious to do so—quite cor¬ 
rect. Poor George! This self-sacrifice of a 
brave man is very horrible. Dentnoris,” con¬ 
tinued the Rector, ‘‘ was a good soldier, and 
an exquisitely accomplished gentleman, of 
highly-cultivated tastes and a more than com¬ 
mon mind. Woe to them who forgot their 
trust in his youth! Woe to them who left his 
soul to struggle on to blight, and betrayal be¬ 
neath the untutored bent of human nature^s 
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earliest depravity, uubicssed by counsel, and 
unturned to God—permitted every quality to 
lie dormaut; luiawakened to tlie spirit of true 
principle and holy faith ! 

“My poor cousin would have scorned to hear 
false witness, yet the basis of truth and good¬ 
ness never had been revealed; his talents lay 
scattered, unassorted, like the shifting glass 
of the kaleidoscope, sometimes beautiful and 
bright, as often dark and unattractive. None 
knew what form the varying hue of his fancies 
might in turn assume, or by reckless usage the 
brittle casket prove valueless and blank. Woe, 
1 say, to those who forbore to regulate the in¬ 
ward thoughts of that most glorious mind of 
high and honourable purpose. Poor George! 
his care and sorrow, pride and joy, became the 
sport of every impulse.^' 

“ Dear Beverley, let us lay aside these fearful 
records to-night. It is late, and anxiety has 
exhausted you; perhaps to-morrow’s post may 
bring us news of Harold.” 
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Tlie brother walked sorrowfully to his dor¬ 
mitory, and his low “ good night” struck upon 
the widow’s heart in mournful contrast to the 
almost seraph voices of the youthful sleepers. 
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CHAPTER IL 


There sleep the dead, whose liviug tones filled earth 
with dreams of Heaven.” 

The Giiaves of Genius. 

“As flowers keep springing, though their dazzling bloom 
Is oft put forth for worms to feed upon ; 

So hearts, though wrung by traitors and the tomb, 
Shall still be precious, and shall still love on.” 

E. C. 

Ten years ago the merry bells of Landsworth 
church pealed forth their most joyous chimes 
to welcome the young bride of Beverley Dent- 
noris; but seven fleeting months succeeded to 
that happy time, and the bells tolled mourn¬ 
fully for a departed spirit. The hectic cheek 
and bright hazeleyes had withered prematurely. 
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The talc of grief spread cpiickly from cottage 
to cottage, and weary peasants, waiting for the 
grave, aroused tlieir wasted limbs from pain 
and sickness, to weep for the lady of the Manor 
House, and in due time totter with the sable 
train to the dark burial place. 

Forty summers and the wreck of many a 
cherished joy had blanched the auburn hair, 
which in tliick heavy curls fell aside from the 
forehead of the Hector, while deep brown eyes, 
lull of hope and goodness, added considerably 
to render his otherwise plain features inter- 
estinc:. 

Ilis sister, Marianne, had been united at 
an early age to a baronet of small fortune, 
with whom the glad wife passed several 
years of undisturbed tranquillity, — time, 
huwevei*, bent his frame beneath the scourge 
of liereditary consumption; and though death^s 
warning scarce was credited, ere the spirit 
escaped to the realms of purer bliss and richer 
joy, Sir Ta\inton Wilverton obeyed the mandate 
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ol‘ bis Creator, i)rcpared and happy iu the 
prospect of a certain immortality—a blessed 
reunion in a world of love. 

Lady Wilverton, now in the prime of woman¬ 
hood, had very recently joined the homo of her 
brother — a circumstance of strange import 
having induced her removal from Wilverton 
Ab])ey, the residence of her lost husband — 
and bidding licr once again into that world 
whoso covenants, her widowhood of heart con¬ 
spired to teach her, might be renounced at 
will. 

The circumstance which led her to share the 
mansion of Beverley Deutnoris originated in 
the disappointment experienced from the altered 
Ijabits of the neidiew already alluded to, Brook 
Emmersly, the son and heir of her sister and Sir 
Oakington Emmersly, of whom, at the desire 
of Sir Taunton, she had taken the entire charge 
during the first year of their marriage. 

The gambling propensities of Brook’s father 
had so impaired the value of his rent-rolls, 

c 3 
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that at the period of Lady Wilvertoif s union 
he was prevailed upon to quit England for 

t 

Germany, accompanied by his equally prodigal 
lady. Thus Brook Emmersly became the 
spoiled pet of unprincipled domestics, till for¬ 
tune transferred him to the care of his aunt. 

He had just attained his fourteenth year, 
when the grief consequent on the death of his 
uncle engrossed every heart within the precincts 
of the Abbey, and, except in the daily routine 
of his studies, Brook became a free agent,—no 
whim unattended to, no request ungratified, he 
roamed about, the idol of shepherd boys, the 
admired of every villager—save those who in 
suffering or deformity required consolation or 
relief—wayward, wilful, and extravagant; still 
Lady Wilverton perceived no defect in the 
fashionable-looking happy boy, but with ex¬ 
traordinarily blind' attachment watched with 
excessive fondness the perils he incurred, as he 
rode, or by other means displayed his buoyant 
bold-heartedness. 
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It was at length considered expedient to 
send the tail-grown youth to Oxford. There 
he eminently distinguished himself, at the 
same time lavishly wasting the income Lady 
Wilverton separately contributed, to hide the 
deficiencies of his private purse. 

The eighteenth anniversary of Brookes birth 
was celebrated with great feasting and merry¬ 
making among the tenantry, and a few joyous 
faces gathered round the social tabic at the 
Abbey. It was the last day to be spent with 
his beloved aunt previous to his departure for 
Germany; the earnest appeal of Lady Oaking- 
ton had been acceded to, and the dear right to 
have him for the whole vacation yielded to a 
parentis entreaty for the company of her only 
son. In the present instance it was requested 
that Brook should arrive at Munich in time for 
the celebration of festivities consequent on the 
marriage of a near relation. 

Lady Wilverton had consented with an 
aching heart, and heavy forebodings of coming 
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ill;—how opposite to the hopes aiiimatiug the 
dreams of her volatile nephew! 

Tears passed away unmarked by a visit to 
Wilvertoii Abbey from him who had been so 
cherished there. 

Letters came, and several times the aunt had 
longed for one whole day, if no longer time 

could be sacrificed to her dull home. Alas! 

*■ 

Brook Einmersly felt little disposed for the 
lone retirement of its neighbourhood, in ex¬ 
change for the brilliant groups who crowded 
the halls of his gay mother. 

The indulgences he had loved at Wilvertoii 
had been driven from his memory, and in their 
place might be found a thousand fascinating 
schemes for* his amusement—a hundred be¬ 
wildering attractions which in a visit to his 
aunt could never occur; and selfishness ab¬ 
sorbed the grateful retrospect which, while 
making his last adieus to the guardian of his 
boyhood, and despite his sanguine expectations, 



TflK CHRONICLES OE A LIVE. 


37 


brought the coursing t?ars upon liis cheek, and 
hade one in that parting scene recollect, for 
ever and tor aye, the*hearty kiss and faltering 
“ Good bye I” 
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CHAPTER III. 


I would not escape from Memory’s land 
For all that the eye can view; 

For there’s dearer gold in Memory’s land, 

Than the ore of rich Peru. 

I clasp the fetters l»y Memory twined, 

The wanderer’s heart and soul to bind.” 

$ 

Miss Holford. 

Tt was evening, the twilight of a sultry 
rainy season, when Lady Wilverton sat alone 
in the mansion of her dead husband. The 
portraits of Sir Taunton and herself hung over 
the wide fire-place. The old walls looked 
dim, and the fitful whispering breeze played 
wantonly with the light curtains, at every 
moment startling her by a wilder gust. 
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There was a yearning in the widow’s heart, 
on which she communed silently,—a longing 
to find one thing of life exclusively to cherish 
for herself. Harold was in Italy, and the 
dear children, whose arrival in England I 
have commenced by anticipating, were still 
in India; in short, the fourth winter of Brook 
Emmersly’s absence was approaching, and 
Aunt Marianne seriously meditated a depar¬ 
ture from her quiet home, on a visit to gayer 
scenes. 

Suddenly her attention was directed to the 
sound of horses on the gravel road, and ima¬ 
gining it could be none other than her brother 
or Harold, she hastily quitted the room to 
welcome them. A tall slight form arrested 
her progress at the entrance-hall. 

“ Brook !” exclaimed the rejoicing aunt— 

Brook, can this possibly be you? What a 
glad surprise I” 

“ The very same Brook Emmersly,” re¬ 
sponded the softly rich, yet manly tones of 
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the nephew—“ the unpardonable truant of 
three long years.*' 

“ Of four, nearly, Brook,” retorted the 
lady, slowly, as he led her to a seat. 

“ Of nearly four! Yes, I do confess it sor- 
rowfully, Aunt Marianne; yet forgive me, I 
am overjoyed to see you again, and to press 
these little fingers in mine own once more.” 

“ Be merciful as you are strong, dear 
Brook,” cried Lady Wilverton, half discon¬ 
certed by his manner; “but come, lot me 
sec your features more distinctly beneath this 
solitary lamp; the twilight is so dark I can 
scarcely discern your figure. Are you indeed 
my own child?—I must really disown you— 
you have grown too manly to be petted—too 
manly by half, and make me feel excessively 
venerable by the comparison—That will do!” 
repeated the aunt, endeavouring to extricate 
herself from the embrace of her enraptured 
favourite. 

“ You are more beautiful than ever, my 
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sweet aunt. Oh! why not cast these gloomy 
robes aside?’’ he observed, looking on the 
sable costume of her widowhood, not yet re¬ 
linquished for the trappings of a gayer world. 

The widowed wife sighed, though she smiled, 
at his so well remembered passion for brilliancy. 
‘‘ Tell me, Brook, whence come you—how far 
have you travelled on horseback? Not far, to 
be so little inconvenienced by the incessant 
rain, which has nearly destroyed the road by 
which you entered.” 

‘‘ No! ray beautiful aunt, the last stage 

was a short one. I met the Duke of- 

at Munich, and returned with him to Eng¬ 
land, in order to bo present at his brother’s 
wedding—nothing but weddings: this one I 
allude to is to take -place on the 21st of the 
present month.” 

“ Ah, yes; I declined accompanying the 
Ilerbertons,” replied the lady. 

“ And are you ever to be thus isolated? 
You, most beautiful of earth’s creatures, dear 
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Lady Wilverton?” said the nephew, looking 
with intense admiration into the fond blue 
eyes of the widow, as she gently disengaged 
her hand from his continued pressure. 

“ Not always; indeed I was sighing for 
companionship, when you arrived so oppor¬ 
tunely to banish all my gloominess and isola¬ 
tion.” 

“ May it ever be my lot to do so!” mur¬ 
mured Brook; and had my ride been ten 
thousand miles, the distance would have 
seemed but footsteps, had 1 thought that the 
beautiful Marianne remembered me.” 

“ Ah, Brook! you have grown courtly in 
your expressions since last we met, and think 
to flatter your poor aunt from her loneliness; 
but your adulation far outruns your wit.” 

Even so, fair lady, slander me—at least, 
my heart may adulate in silence,” muttered 
the youth, flinging himself upon a fauteuil 
near the chair occupied by Lady Wilverton. 

“ Beally, you puzzle me. Forgive my re- 
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tort, if it sounjied rudely, Brook. I only de¬ 
spise such idle tales of flattery, and would 
rather you found other means to tell me that 
in your weary absence you cherished some 
recollection of Aunt Marianne.” 

‘‘ Some recollection!” repeated the rapt 
listener ; then returning to his assumed 
thoughtfulness, affording Lady Wilverton the 
longed-for opportunity to survey a form she 
had dearly loved in its boyish outline,—ay, 
may-be, better loved than now, when doubts, 
and fears, and many an uncertain dread in¬ 
truded themselves, despite her efforts to be 
calm. 

M 

Brook Emmersly was not handsome; no 
flowing hair, nor eyes whose fixed look proved 
universally fascinating, but entirely the reverse 
to those he deemed unworthy his devotion. 
Often his manner grew repulsive, and forbade 
approach. At other times, and with others, 
whose beauty or eccentricity invited observa¬ 
tion, Mr. Emmersly availed himself of his 
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concealed fascinations, aild, like the basilisk, 
attracted to destroy. 

His tall well-proportioned figure gave aniple 
dignity for display, and raised to its full 
height, then bent in graceful admiration, 
charmed the gentle widow, while her heart 
misgave her feeling, and she half repented 

* 

her continual prayers for his return. 

A few years only had elapsed since the 
youth she loved, the child she had treasured, 
the boy so fondly caressed, stood again before 
her—the joyful tone gone from him, the laugh 
of frolic passed away, and in their stead tlic 
measured tones of glorious manhood, the gaze 
of worldlier teaching, and the courtliness of 
dissimulative fashion. 

‘‘ Alas!’* thought lady Wilverton, he 
seems so changed. The boy quite laid aside. 
I must follow a new course nowj farewell, 
silly hopes I Why did 1 not count the years 
for more than the simple reason of his absence? 
Yet, why muse thus; he may not wholly have 
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estranged himself from his boyhood's lovo for 
his aunt ?" 

These reflections* had stolen unwarily 
through the mind of Lady Wilverton, as she 
waited a reply to her observation. Brook 
watched the varying emotions, and justly 
divined their cause. 

“ Some recollection!” again he uttered. 
“ I have allowed my leisure moments to be 
filled but by one image, Lady Wilverton,—that 
of a Kind and gentle creature, to .whom I 
panted to return; one who, loving and loved, 
my young breast idolized. Such was the 
woman whose every look was present in my 
days—was near me in my nights 1” said Brook 
Emmersly, in low emphatic accents. I had 
forgotten the cold and reasonably proud Lady 
Wilverton. Some recollection,” said he, bit¬ 
terly, “ ought, yet did not, remain of haughty 
coldness and unconquerable disdain.” 

“ I know not how to understand you, Sir,” 
retorted the wife, though widowed, of Sir 
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Taunton AYilverton; “you perplex me by your 
language and gaze/' 

“ I never looked at you till now. I saw 
you beautiful, lovely, admired, gentle, and 
sometimes alone, but blindly looked, or never 
looked till now/' 

“ Not with your present stare, Mr. Em- 
mersly," replied his distressed hearer; “nor 
do I confess myself flattered by your astonish¬ 
ment. Surely," added the mortified aunt, 
“ surely you are not ill, or mad; how, else, 
could you treat me thus? Have I changed, 
dear Brook, since the sad morning of our first 
farewell, when I kissed you with a mother's 
love, and sent you reluctantly from my lone 
home into the wide and giddy world? You 
wept upon my neck, and honoured poor Aunt 
Marianne then — you could not then have 
wounded her, as now.” 

Tears, floods of burning tears, followed the 
appeal of Lady Wilverton. Brook Emmersly 
relinquished the hand he till then had forcibly 
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retained, and, kneeling at her feet, besought 
her pardon and forgetfulness. 

“ Never shall ray adoration trouble you 
again. In ray poor heart it shall canker and 
destroy itself. Marianne, I loved you ever. 
In my boyhood it was as in manliqod, in old 
age and in death shall still be. Marianne 
Wilverton shall be ray watchword ; to the 
portal of heaven it shall accompany me, or, if 

that blessed gate be closed against your once 

• . * 

loved favourite, the sound may win me happi¬ 
ness to bear even the tortures pf the doomed. 

“ I have been absent many years, and you, 
my dream, have been beside me everywhere. 

“ I have returned; my love lives imdi- 
minished, bursts forth anew, despite all efforts 
to conceal it. 

“ On the great sea, and in the gayest hour 
in lands more beautiful than our bleak country 
boasts, where climate heightens passion, and 
every breezy moonlight emulates the day, 
where every thought is warm — hot with 
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hopes and wishes—tliere, Lady Wilverton, I 
remembered Marianne; and now,” continued 
the speaker, aptly comprehending his ad¬ 
vantage in the agitated confusion and undis¬ 
guised indignation of his listener’s suffocating 
distress, unable to rise, to articulate, or scarce 
withdraw her look of unutterable astonish¬ 
ment; “ and now, now, even my pale cheek 
shall help to testify, my trembling words affirm, 
the frantic love you calmly bid me hide, sub- 
due, conquer,—yes, either command would be 
equally impracticable; yet do I swear to shut 
up every thought within my tormented soul 
for ever,—but hear me, Lady Wilverton—the 
memory shall colour future life with black¬ 
ness,—I will avenge my love upon itself. 

“ Be calm, I pray you, Marianne, I will leave 
you for a moment; in the meanwhile pardon 
the insult of my offered love,^’ murmured the 
young soldier, with a pathos too fatally im¬ 
pressive; and rising from his kneeling pos¬ 
ture, hastily quitted the presence of his 
offended aunt. 
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Happy to be alone, Lady Wilverton attempted 
to understand the feelings of the last and 
hurried interview with the companion whoso 
absence had been so heavily deplored. What 
uneasiness his return had caused her already! 
It was a fruitless speculation, she rapidly con¬ 
vinced herself; her mind had been surprised 
into a chaos of thought—ideas, unconnected 
and undefinable, turbulently claimed pre-emi¬ 
nence—plain sense had altogether abandoned 
tlic contest—each distinct perception of her 
nephew’s folly assisted the illapse of her mind, 
till, weary of self-communion, she approached 
the table, on which lay a riding-whip, given to 
Brook Emmersly several years ago. Lady Wil¬ 
verton mechanically took it in her hand,—her 
own name was graven on the ring attached, 
and beneath, the initials of the owner. 

This is madness; yet perhaps he loved me 
then, as boys love their cherished mothers.” 

Another feeling predominated in her heart, 
an unconsciously intuitive recollection of her 

VOL. I. 


I) 
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personal charms, the many instances in which 
the colour of her eyes, the prevailing bloom of 
her complexion, the unfading brightness of her 
smile, notwithstanding grief had been a fre¬ 
quent guest within her mind, had been made 
known to her. Brookes unrestrained frank¬ 
ness, which in “ the boy” had fascinated, made 
her hesitate to condemn it in “the man.” The 
beauty and the matron combated for the su¬ 
premacy : soon the latter conquered, and for¬ 
giveness was resolved upon,—^he meant no 
more than love for his second mother, thought 
the lady. 

“ No! no! poor boy, he will learn to stem 
those passionate expressions; he has gleaned 
somewhat of fashion^s vitiated notions; the 
country will revive his healthful reasoning; 
how absurd of me, to pervert his fondness 
thus! I will ring for Waynard, she shall see 
his cmnforts cared for,” 

Her soliloquy ended—the hand was raised 
to execute the siimnions for her dear old 
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domestic, when another arrested it, and Brook 
Emmersly stood again before her. - 

“ Promise but one thing, Marianne;—say 
you permit me to remain here to-night?’* 

“ Yes! if at the same time you promise to 
address me as of old — Aunt Marianne, or 
Lady Wilverton.” 

“ Well, Lady Wilverton, have you pro¬ 
mised?” 

“ Most certainly. I rose for the purpose of 
desiring your room to be carefully restored to 
the appearance it wore in by-gone days.” 

“ Not yet, then—stay one moment. I would 
fain tranquillize myself before . encountering 
the scrutiny of your retainers, who, for old 
acquaintance sake, will speak a few words to 
greet your prodigal son.” 

The widow welcomed the respite. She, too, 
immeasurably more than her young relative, 
required a moment of calm conversation to 
reassure her of his sanity. 

Family changes were tlien discussed, the 

D 2 
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tea-tray followed, and the evening passed by 
almost pleasantly. 

At ten o’clock a loud bell announced the hour 
of prayer; Mr. Eminersly pleaded fatigue as an 
excuse for retiring, and this purposed escape 
from a venerated custom again jarred discord¬ 
antly in the mind of his anxious aunt, creating 
painful prognostications she would gladly have 
suppressed. 

While these unhappy musings engaged the 
beautiful hostess,how various were the thoughts 
of Mr. Emmersly; the repressive ‘‘ Good night” 
of his aunt chilled his desire to repeat the 
warm caress with which he had met her. 

In bitterness of spirit he wandered towards 
the garden; every door was barred by the 
careful domestics; his only resource seemed 
the dormitory, in which he had so frequently 
slept long ago; each mute object awakened 
memories of happiness, and shortly he heard 
the voice of the mistress bidding Waynard a 
soft ‘‘Good night,” as in those evenings of 
yore. 
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The several doors were closed, and every 
sound hushed, leavinjg him the only wanderer 
in the old Abbey. 

Impatiently he sought the drawing-room, 
re-lighted the candles, and, alone with the por¬ 
trait of his quiet aunt, felt composed, till drow¬ 
siness overtook him, and he slept. 

The faint light of early daybreak stole 
over his features as the startled housemaid 
opened the shutters, betraying the whereabouts 
of their eccentric visitor. 

Wakened and abashed, he re-ascended to his 
lonelier room, bestowing one long farewell 
glance on the portrait, which had soothed his 
troubled senses througli the night, and at all 
times, even when a child, struck him as form¬ 
ing an exquisite relief to the demure-looking 
\ 

pictures sketched from Sir Taunton Wilverton's 
grim ancestors. 

The morning rose in summer splendour, and 
the aunt’s first prayers were for the welfare of 
her guest. “ I will lead him back to the kindly 
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love of other days,” thought she; ‘‘ I will teach 
him to he gay and glad within my home again.” 

Breakfast waited, still no guest appeared! 
At length, weary of suspense, Lady Wilverton 
inquired for Mr. Emmersly. 

An account of his midnight vigils was 
speedily given, and when the nephew entered, 
his pale cheek appearing yet more haggard, 
his voice trembling and hoarse, the generous 
aunt could no longer pursue the restrained 
courtesy she had promised her own good sense, 
as the only sure remedy for recalling his for¬ 
gotten allegiance; but, approaching him with 
her usual aiOfectionate warmth, lamented the 
dreary aspect of his sleeping-room, which had 
evidently occasioned his nocturnal wanderings. 

Imagine her disappointment when his hand, 
cejd as her manner the previous night, was 
withdrawn ere hers had scarcely touched it. 

I 

“Marianne, or — I entreat your pardon. 
Lady Wilverton—it was your portrait drew 
me, as the needle to the pole, from my apart- 
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rnent to the drawing-room. I disdain conceal¬ 
ment of my love; yourself I will not supplicate 
or annoy by protestations, which appear as 
distasteful to you as unworthy of your consi¬ 
deration or sympathy. Your solicitude is, I 
trust, rewarded,” added he, with bitterness. 
“ There is yet one other portrait in this house; 
I fancy it may be now in a tenantless attic; it 
formerly hung above the work-table of my 
aunt Marianne.” 

“ And hangs there to this moment. Brook!” 

“ Really! May I see it? it is the portrait 
of a boy ! I would fain mark his boyish smile 
once more.” 

“ To contrast it with the man’s — dear 
Brook?” 

Frowns better suit the man, Lady Wil- 
\erton; smiles are but the toys of wanton 
hearts.” 

“ Well, even so; but can you oblige me by 
returning to common sense for a season, and 
yield this romantic nonsense to the compiler of 
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fashionable fables, who might derive some 
novel extravagancies from a conversation with 
you occasionally, to add to the list of men who 
have immortalized themselves by silly say¬ 
ings! I am out of patience with your folly. 
Brook, and ask you, if you value my good 
opinion, to desist. Dispel your frowns, I pray 
you, and let us be happy.” 

Ill the south breakfast-room, and still sus¬ 
pended over the table of the aunt, was seen 
the miniature portrait of “ a boy.” A moment, 
and the truthful likeness was spread in frag- 
‘ ments on the carpet. 

“ ^Iwere better thus,” said the original, 
crushing the ivory beneath his feet; “ that 
‘ boy’ exists no longer. Forget him, lady, and 
when the babbling world issues its accusing 
fables against the man who wa^s that ‘boy,’ 
—but now grown old, too manly to be loved— 
remember who devoted him to calumny. Mark 
the precise time. Now wo can speak ration¬ 
ally, an’ you will it so, lady.” 
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A liaughty look stole to the eyes of Lady 
Wilverton ; the first, the only one those blue 
orbs had ever frowned upon him, while a 
sad subdued voice spoke" the never-forgotten, 
though, at the moment, the iinbelieved, fare¬ 
well. “ Mr. Emmersly, be not hurried in your 
departure from Wilverton, owing to the absence 
of its mistress.” 

“ Marianne! dear lady!” ejaculated the 
excited nephew, unbending from his stately 
demeanour. 

The aunt had already disappeared. 

“ She cannot, will not, surely leave me! as 
her guest, she must be civil to me. Of course 
she is not gone.” 

Vainly his recollection of that look, its pride, 
its haughty frown, told him they had parted 
IKr ever,—in the world they should not meet 
again. But ]\Iarianne Wilverton’s heart had 
wholly banished him; henceforth his con¬ 
science whispered, “ I am Mr. Emmersly; no 
more Brook—the name she, only she, could 

J> 3 
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beautify. When spoken by her it fell upon 
the ear as music on the waters, softened into 
sweetness.” 

Still hope led him on, and bade him fancy it 
not impossible that he might see her graceful 
figure leaning over the gallery adjoining, per¬ 
haps waiting to proffer the forgiveness he 
would peradventure seek. 

She was not there, and for a moment the 
proud contemner of feminine vanity scrupled 
to advance. 

“ Yet—yet I will—yes, kneel to her again 
for pardon. Oh! why do I thus transgress, 
why displease that sweet perfection of a 
woman? by Jove, no woman, but a goddess 
animated. Yes, beautifully proud. I will go 
to her, I will crave her pardon; she will not, 
cannot leave me so abruptly.” 

“ Her ladyship luis had letters this morn¬ 
ing, sir, which call her away. She bade me 
give her best wishes to you, and hopes you 
will make yourself comfortable while you stay, 
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“ Is that the only message ?” inquired Mr. 
Emmersly of the butler, who had delivered 
his lady’s orders with as little kindness as pos¬ 
sible, having traced something bordering on 
unhappiness in the countenance of his beloved 
mistress before her departure, very properly 
attributing it to the wild new ways” of her 
nephew. 

‘‘ Quite all, sir. The particular letter came 
from Mr. Harold, who is to arrive at Lands- 
worth to-morrow, and leave the same evening.” 

What! young Mr. Dentnoris? Where is 
he going to ? 

“ With his lordship,•sir, into foreign parts.’' 

“ But know you not the name of man, or 
country?” 

“ Not we, sir. We are very sorry Mr. 
Harold cannot stay among us, sir, and that is 
all we think about. It isn’t for us, sir, to 
inquire particulars.” 

“ What age is Mi\ Harold, eh ?” said Brook, 
impatiently. 
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“ T^voiity-four, or thereabouts, I should 
think, sir; he will be twenty-five, come Christ¬ 
mas. Shall I pour out your tea, sir T 

“ No, leave me;” then blandly adding, “I 
thank you.” Brook Emmersly conceived his 
unusual urbanity had made a more favourable 
impression on old llerton than, as he well re¬ 
membered, his youthful pranks had established 
for him. 

Brook Emmersly, the admired of all ad¬ 
mirers, ill the magnificent saloons of his 
mother’s circle, sat alone, neglected by do¬ 
mestics, scorned by the lady of that ancient 
Abbey! 

“ Twenty-four years and a half—too old! 
Nay, not too old to be loved. Years, may I 
say, ray junior! Harold Dentnoris, I register 
this account against you. Twenty-four years 
and a half!” 

“ Her ladyship’s compliments,” muttered 

♦ 

a lacquey, pi'esenting a note to the soliloquist, 
and instantly quitting the room. 
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By all that's divine, she relents!" ex¬ 
claimed the nephew, breaking the seal of an 
envelope, directed in the hand-writing of 
Lady Wilverton, while his vain heart busily 
whispered success to his adventurous en¬ 
treaties. 

Pale, listless, and tremulous, sat Brook 
Emmersly; the breakfast passed away un- 

tasted, a scowl pf deeper meaning swept across 

.1 

his features—a sigh, a malediction, and Wilver¬ 
ton Abbey was forsaken by its once cherished 
inmate. 
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CHAPTER IV. 


Then must 1 plunge again into the crowd! 

And follow all that peace disdains to seek? 

Wlierc revel calls, and laughter vainly loud, 

False to the heart, distorts the hollow check, 

To leave the flagging spirit doubly weak; 

Still o’er the features, which perforce they cheer, 

To feign the pleasure or conceal the pique, 

Smiles form the channel of a future tear. 

Or raise the writhing lip, with ill-dissembled sneer.’* 

CUILDE HABQLD. 

The letter that summoned Lady Wilverton 
to Landsworth was not really of an impera¬ 
tive nature. It had chanced to arrive at the 
moment when an excuse to her fond old servi- 

I 

tors was almost necessary to be given, in order 
to prevent surmises injurious to the amiable 
character, or otherwise, of her nephew. 
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To spare his feelings she had gladly accepted 
the plea for absence, on every other account 
so incomprehensible to her household. Her 
visit would seem well-timed to her brother, 
with whom she could remain until her own 
house was again deserted by its wayward 
visitor. But we turn to the individual just 

introduced to the reader. 

As private secretary to the ambassador at 

the court of-, Harold Deutnoris a second 

time bade adieu to England. It^was merely 
a nominal appointment; a friend had pro¬ 
posed his accompanying the suite. 

Harold was unquestionably handsome; his 
thiilling laugh and perfect height,—his tone, 
his manner, and the air of pensive thought 
which almost too frequently stole over him, 
enhanced his captivating address. He was 
unlike Mr. Emmersly; he smiled on all,— 
Brook but on the favoured few. 

This quiet smile so universally admired had 
once induced a lady to propose a comparison 



G4 


GOALS AUD GUEBDONS; OR, 


between the two Englishmen, much to the 
disquietude of Lady Wilverton’s protege, par-! 
ticularly when they arrived at the question as 
to who could possibly compare the large ex¬ 
pressive eyes of Harold Dentnoris to the sar¬ 
castic grey orbs of Brook Emmersly; notwith¬ 
standing many, even then present, had felt 
their unpleasing glances melt to the tenderness 
of deep love or passionate devotion. 

“ But,” exclaimed the lady, “ one could 
pardon theij contemptuous expression, if the 
mouth redeemed it;—that feature is by far 
less certain, and never complimentary in kind¬ 
ness or disdain.” 

“ And now,” thought the banished nephew, 
as he passed through tlie outer gate of tlie 
Abbey grounds, “ now, even Marianne assents 
to Madame Cuvier's opinion. They both 
shall feel my power elsewhere. Harold will 
be loved—I neglected! To my fate I cling. 
India for me, and revenge on Dentnoris the 
younger.” 
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Time wore calmly on, the Ecctor and his 
sister finding ample occupation in their happy 
valley; nevertheless, the letter which apprized 
them of Lord Dentnoris^s intention to consign 
his two remaining children to their care, pro¬ 
vided they acquiesced in the proposal, was 
hailed with real pleasure; and, as my intro¬ 
duction records, was, at the expiration of a 
few short months, happily realized. 

To that period I must now revert, and in 
the succeeding chapter endeavour to portray 
the present possessor of the Dentnoris title 
and estates. 
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CHAPTER V. 


“ Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 

And that so lamely and unfashionably, 

That dogs bark at tuc as I halt by them.” 

IIICHARD THE THIRD. 

‘‘ Wlicre arc the violets now, 

That strew the green lap of the new come spring!” 


Arthur, only surviving brother of the de¬ 
ceased Lord Dentnoris, inherited the title, &c. 
in the absence of any legal evidence concern¬ 
ing the legitimacy of his brother’s sons. Ugly, 
deformed, and a bachelor; a man who united 
to his unamiable looking exterior an intuitive 
hatred for all good things, except those which 
administered to his insatiable and worst appe¬ 
tites; it was therefore entirely incongruous? 

* 

in his opinion, that his cousin should occupy 
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the Manor House and incumbency, at no gain 

to the proprietor—^his elder brother having 

« 

presented the living of Landsworth to Beverley 
Dentnoris nineteen years previously, accom¬ 
panying the gift with the free tenancy of the 
Manor House and its dependencies, in retiu'n 
for which the charge of the then infant Harold 
was accepted. 

^he transfer having been a private proceed- 
ihg,'the Rector had rendered himself liable to 
be' displaced at the caprice of the successor. 
“Notice to quit” was consequently received, 
as no argument could be adduced to support 
his title to the occupancy, farther than the 
kindness of the deceased lord. 


The farewell to his beloved parishioners was 
not an easy task—the many familiar faces— 
the quiet trees, and spire of that old church, 
all were dear to the pastor^s recollection: how¬ 
ever, the edict had gone forth—^parting looks 
were given, and his carriage, though not 
drawn by those who bewailed his exit, was 
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surrounded by full hearts and tearful eyes, 
and the rich memories of trust fulfilled and 
God’s commandments kept. 

Alas! Landsworth, with its venerated remi¬ 
niscences, would have been too painful a con¬ 
templation until the rights of his young 
nephew could be established; yet this hope 
seemed wholly cimshed by the absence of proof. 
Advertisement after advertisement was pub¬ 
lished—no reply attended them, although the 
journals of the United Kingdom had filled 
columns on the subject. No fact could be 
elicited—even the barristers were Iiopeless of 
confirming the children’s legitimacy. 

We must pass over two long years at March- 
mont, and congratulate the good Kector on 

the receipt of the following letter:— 

♦ 

“Bfiv. Sir, 

“I am desired by your friend the 

Bishop of-to recpiest your acceptance of 

the vicarial appointment at-; he will 
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write himself as soon as his convalescence will 
permit, and in the mean time begs, if possible, 
you will allow him the pleasure of an inter- 

“ I am, Rev. Sir, 

“ Yoin*s, &c. 

“ E. Bolden,’^ 

You will accept it, Beverley, will you not?’* 
a^ed Lady Wilverton. 

Oh, mpst certainly; the town is the 
drawback; the children will not like to be 
immured in a market town, with its concomi¬ 
tant bustle.** 

“ Oh, yes, Uncle Beverley, we shall still be 
with you and Aunt Marianne; we shall be 
quite glad to show you that we like it, because 
you do,’* 

My boy! long may the selfishness of life 
be unfelt, as now, and my children make us 
happy by their love,** 

“ Next week, then, Beverley, we may think 
of leaving this?’* 
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“ Yes, I fancy so. Harold’s absence, and the 
•desire to possess some real occupation-” 

‘‘ Beyond that of being ever occupied in 
doing good interrupted his sister. 

* In following my avocation, Marianne, I 
shall be delighted to find the present offer desir¬ 
able. Why not let us send our horses, and make 
the journey in this way—Drive to the first 

station, then travel by the railway to-; 

the phaeton can meet us there, and we again 
drive for the remaining two miles across the 
country?” 

“Beautiful!” exclaimed the orphans, re¬ 
joiced at the prospect of change. 

The morrow’s sun shone brightly, as the 
happy party drove through the mazy lanes of 
Colonel Clairlowe’s property, towards a station 
of the Great Western railroad. 

The journey was accomplished. 

“ How very, very different to Landsworth,” 
said the little Sarah; “ nothing but a lawn, 
that yon can only see when these lienvy gates 
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:are unclosed, and now we are within these 
walls we seem quite prisoners.” 

“ It is very different; yet will you not 
flatter your aunt and myself by endeavouring 
to be happy here for a short season?” 

Sarah felt rebuked, although the question 
wa^nade more in sorrow than in anger — 
sorjiOw to curtail the joys of his beloved child, 
with an assurance in his own heart that so 
enclianting a country would afford a wide 
field for her free spirits to delight in. 

The youthful girl, still blushing at her selfish 
expression—^her allusion to scenes she well 
understood had brought grief and pain to those 
she loved, hastily attempted to repair her 
fault, by admiring a pretty little room—to 
her astonishment overlooking a magnificent 
garden. 

“ This, then, shall be my Sally’s room,” 
said the Rector, kissing the soft white brow, 
beneath which the blue eyes laughed their glad 
thanks. 
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I must now shortly describe the economy of 
the new residence, whose locality might have 
been considerably improved. I must, how¬ 
ever, speak of it as it was when my friends 
took possession. 

The house stood in the centre of a populous 
market town, surrounded by shops and ware¬ 
houses, and all sorts of incongruities, which 
seemed entirely to exclude the poetry of life. 
Notwithstanding these objectionable points, 
Mr. Dentnoris was considered a fortunate man 
in obtaining the appointment, and many fore¬ 
told his rapid advancement to a See. 

On entering the lawn of very finite dimen¬ 
sions, jppecimen of Elizabethan architecture 
presented itself, which had formerly towered 
alone among a forest of trees, all of wliich had 
been gradually subjected to the unbeautifying 
axe, to afford space for innovating habita¬ 
tions. 
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CHAPTER VI. 


** O’er the far blue mountain, 
O’er the white sea foam, 
Come, thou long parted one. 
Back to thy home.” 


Not many weeks after the departure of the 
Rector’s family from Marchmont, a happy 

circle gathered round the fire in Colonel Clair- 

* 

lowe’s comfortable drawing-room, with its high 
broad windows bnried in warm folds of amber 
damask, its panelled walls and quaint portraits 
all bespeaking the glory of comfort and quiet 
joy. The hollow downy-looking chairs, warm 
fauteuils, and backed ottoman, seemed cogni¬ 
zant of their patronage, as if participating in 
the happiness of those they held and cherished. 
VOL. I. E " 
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The old tortoiseshell cat,* too, shared her 
portion of wealth an<J warmth. 

They were a merry group. 

On the morning of that day the young scion 
of their name had returned from the first 
Scinde campaign. How his glad heart bounded 
as he thanked Time for having touched so 
lightly the beloved inmates of his home! 

“ My father, you are very little greyer than 
when I said ‘ Good bye’ four years ago.” 

‘‘ Why, Lodwick, that is a short time to 
whiten papa’s brow in.” 

“ And, dear one,” replied he, “ had I allowed 
twenty years, I will not be silenced till each 
of my party has been scrutinized sufficiently.” 

“Now you, Mary, bless you!” added the 
brother fondly, as the lovely eyes looked 
patiently and happily expectant of his quizzing, 
“ you l^e taller and stouter, and, perhaps, 
more rosy.” 

“More rustic, entirely, as the Hibernian 
Ida would say.” 
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‘‘ There sits my precious mother,” exclaimed 
Lodwick, rapidly continuing liis round of cri¬ 
ticism, “ in her black velvet and rubies, the 
model of an English gentlewoman, while you, 
my fair cousin,” said the young soldier, gently, 

look more pal(3 than when I left home.” 

“ Yes,” added Mrs. Clairlowe, “ more fragile 
in appearance, but, we liope, stronger in health. 
My Gertry, do not you feel so?” questioned 
the old lady. 

Gertrude Grey was an orphan, dependent 
on Colonel Clairlowe. She had passed through 
early trials, and bent to the winter of destiny 
with patient resignation. 

Lodwick^s return assisted to make even her 
mind forget its sadness; and as she praised his 
altered looks from boyish fairness to the manly 
brown, they to whom she had become most 
dear marked with sanguine prophecy the 
smiles that greeted her girlhood’s playmate. 

The gaiety of meeting was softening into 
the tranquil tenderness of kindred sympathy, 

E 2 
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as the well known ring of the latest postman 
drew" forth sundry guesses ns to who would 
receive a letter, and from whom. 

The one epistle bore the — post-mark 
and the welcome hand-writing of Lady Wil- 
verton; its contents were received with uni¬ 
versal delight, and the kindly invitation for 
the Christmas week eagerly accepted, when 
Lodwick, starting from his chair, exclaimed— 
What a bore, though, that I was burdened 
with that despatch for the duke; if it had not 
sent me home I should feel disposed to grumble 
at it. I must be oflP again instantly; I was 
too late for an audience this morning; I must 
be punctual to-morrow, and I do believe the 
train passes at nine to-night.” 

“ It wants now just a quarter to that hour, 
my boy,” said the fother; the station is half 
a mile distant—you must be quick.” 

** Ah now, mamma, never condemn the rail¬ 
roads again, although they have divested 
England of half its picturesque loveliness, in 
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superseding those dear old teams,” rejoined 
Miss Clairlowe. “ Lodwick will only be a few 
hours accompUshing a journey which, in by¬ 
gone years would have occupied as many 
days.” 

You really leave us so soon, dear Lod¬ 
wick?” inquired the mother. 

“ Yes; yes, verily,, off I am in the next ten 
minutes.” 

“ In ten minutes! better five,” observed the 
old colonel—gratified by his once little son’s 
present importance; ‘‘and after delivering the 
despatch, where march ye?” 

“ To General Deschamps. I have a packet 
for Ida, that I promised to deliver in person,” 
replied he, dragging from his great-coat pocket 
the commission alluded to. 

The immolation of the traveller in cloaks 
and shawls of every description was at length 
completed; the pale Gertrude alone forbore to 
assist in smothering the “ beloved one,” con¬ 
sequently escaping the acknowledgments from 
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time to time bestowed on the helpers in that 
novel toilet. 

t 

The fine tall form of the heir after awhile 
looked sufiioiently disguised, and fancying 
ingenuity could devise nothing more snug, 
heard, to his utmost discomfiture, the voice of 
the good old colonel pronouncing his Macintosh 
to be indispensably requisite to the cloaking 
process, and fortliwith it fell across the 
shoulders of the already encumbered young 
soldier. 

“ Good bye” was spoken, one other dear 
embrace, a kind look to the mute cousin, Bo 
guarded against the cold, dear lady,” and he 
was gone. 

A few moments of family devotion, and the 
inmates of that comfortable home were at rest. 

The parents^ anxious bosoms would have 
scarcely remained so, had they witnessed on 
that cold night the wrappers alternately dis^ 
carded, and a cheroot produced as a substitute 
in less than half a minute after the massive 
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doors swung back, permitting the muffled tra¬ 
veller to judge for himself; yet so it was, and 
Lodwick Clairlowe reached the Golden Cross, 
Charing Cross, with no worse symptom than 
an immoderate appetite for breakfast. 
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CHAPTER VII. 


Morn’s tlcw-cnamellcd flowers, 

The cloud through azure sweeping, 

Their brightness owe to sadder hours, 

Their calm to storms and weeping.” 

Eight years had elapsed since the last un- 
happy interview between Lady Wilvertou and 
her nephew Brook Emmersly. 

Time had scarcely lessened her attractions; 
the beauty of Marianne seemed not evanescent 
as that of her contemporaries; an intelligence 
beamed in her countenance, undimmed by the 
hard touch of care; she remained fresh and 
blooming, aa,^n that dismal morning when 
the young lover so erringly wooed his widowed 
aunt. 
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Lady Wilverton looked forward with de¬ 
light to the impression her orphans would 
make on the expected guests. The day of 
arrival came, and with it the old-fashioned 
travelling equipage of Colonel Clairlowe rolled 
into the gates of-Vicarage, summon¬ 

ing a third part of the grey-headed vassals to 
the hall. 

Unloading, laughing, and chattering soon 
lilled the mansion, till at length the true 
English party were ushered to the drawing¬ 
room, where on either side of the mantel- 
piece stood tlie hoy and girl, prettier and 
gayer even than usual. 

Sarah was listening to a preamble of her 
brother’s, about the ride from which he had 
just returned, and as the door opened. Lady 
Wilverton overheard the energetic remark of 
the juvenile equestrian: 

‘‘ Oh, I do wish you might ride too, Sarah; 
you would enjoy it very much; yet if my 
aunt does not propose it—I supposejgirls must 

£ 3 
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be older first—^they do screech so when they 
are frightened.” 

“ Do they, George? what, more than' the 
boys?” remarked his aunt, resting a hand on 
each shoulder of the noble child. 

Yes, don*t they ?” said he, habitually 
yielding to her judgment. 

‘‘ My darling, I will reserve the discussion 
for another time. Now I must introduce you 

'ij.' 

to our ^ invisible good spirits,’ os you chose to 
designate Colonel and Mrs. Clairlowe ; you 
know that they are acquainted with Mrs. 
Bacon.” 

“ Mr. Lodwick! where is he?” asked the 
Rector, in a tone of surprise. 

“ I am sorry you have reason to make that 
inquiry, dear sir,” replied Miss Clairlowe. 
“ We expected to have seen him yesterday, 
and depended on his accompanying us, but 
something stilb detains him at Akbar House, 
seat of General Deschamps; but I hope 
he will join us soon.” 

IfThe sister gave a sigh for her brother, who^ 
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she sadly feared, lingered in abeyance at the 
shrine of Ida Deschamps’ vanity. 

Luncheon soon passed*, when a riding party, 
consisting of Mary, Mr. Dentnoris, and George, 
sallied forth on a visit to their old and dear 
friends, Lord and Lady Herberton, who lived 
about three miles distant. 

George was in perfect ecstacies with Miss 
^a^rlowe’s horsemanship, declaring that when 
Sarah could ride equally well, he never would 
go out without her. 

“ It will tire your patience, I fear,” said 
his uncle, ‘‘ if you wait so long for Sarah’s 
companionship. This lady is nearly nine 
years the senior of my little girl.” 

Yes, sir, but Sarah learns everything 
quickly and cleverly, if Aunt Marianne would 
permit her to learn,” replied the boy, looking 
earnestly for a smile of assent to his sugges¬ 
tion. 

it 

. I could easily teach her myself, Uncle 
Beverley.” 

‘‘ How very good of you,” said Miss Clair- 
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lowc. I am sure 1 shall make your little 
sister quite proud by my account of your 
^ind intentions, for 1 am a confirmed tat¬ 
tler.” 

George laughed, the Sector seemed pleased, 
and the ride proved delicious. 

Gertrude and the merry Sarah employed 
their first moments, after the dispersion of 
their party, in making a survey of the house 
and garden. Eacli corner of the singularly 
old-fashioned mansion was explored, the li¬ 
brary by mutual consent left until the last, as 
a sort of resting-place for the languid guest. 
Thither now they passed, the child busily 
chatting in favour of each loved nook in that 
many-angled room. 

Uncle Beverley’s west side was especially 
observed, filled with his favourite authors, 
and exclusively reserved for him. 

“ And ndw,” said the smiling girl, “if you 
will not think me very silly, as a curious lady 
told me 1 was, the other day, I will show you 
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my own best place of all the rooms. No one 
ever sits here but myself/' added she, enthusi¬ 
astically, turning at tife same moment round 
an angle which formerly served for the recess 
of a large closet, but which the Kector had^ 
displaced in.order to open a private door 
through the library to the front lawn. “ And 
I like it so, because Georgy’s pony leaves his 
footmarks on the,soft grass; I can sec them 
from here, and watch till, he returns. I 
know, also, where he is gone, and that is 
something, when 1 may not accompany him. 
That corner,” continued Sarah, walking to a 
comtbrtable nook in another direction, ‘‘is 
Aunt Marianne's. Georgy calls it the Be¬ 
nevolent Society's Hall, because all poor 
people who come for alms or work, rest licre 
imtil Lady Wilverton sees them. Observe, 
by closing this door it shuts out the library.” 

this is most delightful,” exclaimed 
?RIiss Grey, as she leaned over the couch, 
weary with wandering. 



86 GOALS AND GUERDONS; OH, 

“ Do you like it really better than my own 
cornerasked the girl, almost sadly. 

“ It is warmer, dedr little Sarah, by this 
blazing fire, otherwise not so pretty by any 
jueans; and I hope to sit here often, if you 
will only permit me.” 

How little the mind foresees—how blindly 
we are impelled from one calculation to 
another! Onward, onward, always onward. 
The fatal termination is seldom anticipated 
in our free reckonings. However we darken 
or embellish our future hopes, we rarely stop 
in those vivid calculations, and ask the may- 
be-time for death’s unfriendly coming. Even 
our pale and wasting Gertrude hoped on, and 
it sustained her spirit. 

Sarah arranged the pillows of the roomy 
couch, and, begging her to recline on it, stole 
softly away in search of her aunt, alarmed 
at the pallor of her companion. 

Lady Wilverton was quickly in attendance, 
and the busy little girl, meanwhile finding a 
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pretty-looking volume, placed it by the in¬ 
valid’s side, reminding her of the wish ex¬ 
pressed on entering the library, that she 
might be allowed to have anything to read 
while she rested for half an hour on that 
most delightful couch. 

“ You must like this book, dear lady, be¬ 
cause everybody does,” observed Sarah. 

Gertrude received the volume, turned to 
the title-page; one look, and her cheeks grew 
roseate, the silent lips quivered, the hand re¬ 
fused its oflSce. 

Lady Wilverton heard the low, hushed sigh, 
•H|M.marked the sad exhaustion of her young 
ItKend, but the mystic agency she divined not; 
yet a strange fear, condemned as soon as ac¬ 
knowledged, oppressed her. 

An undefinable apprehension crept to the 
mind of Marianne Wilverton, as she mused 
upon the singular coincidence, that the B. E. 
on the title-page had riveted the gaze of 
Gertrude Grey. Had Mr. Emmersly met her 
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at Munich, and was Miss Grey’s an unrequited 
love? Had Brook sought her, and was his 
passion for the affectionate aunt wholly 
feigned ? 

Of this second hope Lady Wilverton would 
have gladly felt assured; but again, he had 
been in India upwards of four years, and Miss 
Grey seemed scarcely seventeen. 

Oh, Fancy! you are indeed a wild wanderer, 
thought the widow. Perchance the title itself 
awakened memories unconnected with Brook 
Emmersly. I will, at least, lay the flattering 
unction to my soul, and divest myself of the 
painful thought that he could lure her to love, 
and then abandon,- 

Notwithstanding Lady Wilverton’s phi¬ 
losophy, a troubled foreboding blended itself 
with her last meditation in the library, and 
but for the voice of Miss Clairlowc endeavour¬ 
ing to arrest her exit, she might unconsciously 
have framed to certainties, her now dreamy 
apprehensions. 
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“Where shall I look for my cousin, dear 
Lady Wilverton?” 

“ On the couch at the hack of my screen, 
you will see her, resting from the unusual tra¬ 
vels just made in company with Sarah,” replied 
the lady. 

“ And I hope,” exclaimed the joyous tones 
oiSAe younger lady, addressing Miss Grey, 
you have overcome all fatigue, and are 
ready to be present at my toilet. The 
dinner-bell will soon be rung, and I have 
twenty thousand things to communicate be¬ 
fore the second bids us to the board.” 

At the approach of the ladies, Miss Grey 
carefully concealed the source of her study, 
and, at the invitation of her cousin, languidly 
moved from her reclining posture, forgetful of 
the fatal volume, which, by her movement, fell 
to the ground, when, as ever is the case, the 
unlucky initials, B, E., large and clear as small 
hand would admit, attracted the blue eyes of 
Mary Clairlowe. 
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Lady Wilverton again observed the tran¬ 
sient flush suffuse the pallid cheek of the in- 
.valid. 

Mary oast one mournful look at the fallen 
volume, thence into her cousin^s eyes, with the 
earnest gaze of intense inquiry. 

Gertrude,” she coldly uttered, “ can you 
accompany me?” 

“Yes, yes,” whispered the faltering girl, 
while heavy tear-drops on her gentle friend’s 
hand, as she bent to recover the hapless work, 
told more than words how truly devoted was 
each thought of love for one most, most un¬ 
worthy. 

“ Mamma will lament to find this still re¬ 
maining of his gifts, Gertrude!” 

Gertrude’s tears had dried, and, in their 
stead, an expression of subdued, settled sor¬ 
row ; so irrevocably deep and drear the mental 
conflict seemed to have fixed its hopelessness, 
that further reproach, even by a sigh, was en¬ 
tirely avoided. 
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At the toilet all was explained, and the only 
dissatisfaction arose from the circumstance of 

t 

Mr. Emmcrsly^s acquaintance with Lady Wil- 
verton, whom he had never told them he had 
met in England. 

The feeling of mutual confidence with whicli 
the two girls took their seats at table, mysti¬ 
fied their hostess, particularly when the spirits 
of the drooping Gertrude rivalled the sprightly 
jdyousness of her cousin. 

Dinner passed, and with undying love Miss 
Grey retreated to her dormitory, where, in a 
locked cabinet, she had deposited the sacred 
relic of her lover. Again and again her burn¬ 
ing lips caressed it, tranquillizing her con¬ 
science on the subject of a promise made to 
her aunt, three years ago, by resolving each 
kiss should be the last. 

There was no departure from her vow, when 
pressing to her beating heart the property of 
another—at least it was not one of his dear 
gifts to her. At length, one farewell kiss, and 
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the volume was restored to its old place, and 
Gertrude Grey smiled at her fancied forbear¬ 
ance in relinquishing the unexpected treasure. 

The door of the library opened to admit 
little Sarah,—“ Did you read my book, Miss 
Grey? When you have entirely finished it, 
Aunt Marianne wishes to have it. Mr. Era- 
mersly,” continued the child; Gertrude drew 
her breath suddenly, as if in alarm, while her 
young companion looked vainly round the 
room to discover the cause. 

“ What frightened you. Miss Grey? I think 
the lamp above you only flickered; no one is 
here but ourselves.” And by this unsuspect¬ 
ing and comfortable assurance Gertrude was 
recalled to animation. 

“ Who gave you the book, did you say, dear 
Sarah?” 

4 

“ Did I say that any one gave it me, Miss 
Grey? because it is not mine; I merely in* 
tended to tell you to whom it once belonged.’’ 

“ Whom?” asked Gertrude, hurriedly. 
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“A Mr. Emmersly,” responded the asto¬ 
nished girl; “ yet why are you so frightened? 

• 

There is no wind this evening to disturb even 
the papers when the door is opened; and, 
doted in as snugly as wo are, I cannot think 
what frightens yon, dear pale Miss Grey ?” 

“ Oh, never mind, I have only caught a 
slight cold, and entreat you, dear child, to 
continue what'you were about to say. What 
was it?” 

“ Nothing more than I sometimes think I can 
recollect Mr. Emmersly. Uncle calls him 
Brook, but Aunt Marianne frequently says 
Mr. Emmersly, so I suppose his proper name 
is Brook Emmersly.” 

Had the hero in person stood before them, 
Gertrude Grey could not have realized tlio 
memory of his beloved lineaments more per¬ 
fectly than at the moment when the lively 
Surah pronounced that dearest name on earth. 

“ I will tell you no more till you have re¬ 
covered from coming down stairs in sudi a 
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hurry,” added the child; had half forgot¬ 
ten my own errand too. Let me see,” said she, 

c 

seeking among the heap of periodicals for the 
“ Indian Gazette.” ‘‘ Here it is; I am afraid 
you are too fond of books, Miss Grey, by ^our 
remaining such a long time in this quiet room. 
Come, if you please, as soon as you can; the 
piano is already open, and Aunt Marianne’s 
harp tuned.” 

Mr. Dentnoris at this moment entered, hat 
in hand, intending to visit an infirm pensioner. 

“Well, my love, where is the paper?” he 
inquired, addressing the orphan girl. 

“Here, here, sir; I stayed to prevail on 
Miss Grey to forsake this duU room.” 

“ Ah, do 1” said the kind Kector, “ and I 
will be your escort to the drawing-room.” 

“ And I will answer all your questions about 
the book, if you will.” 

There Was but one amid the crowd to un¬ 
derstand how more than gladsome her lone 
heart felt with that one book, her only com- 
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forter! In that room was a thing once his— 

it peopled even the grim old frames with hea- 

• 

venly portraits, and cost poor Gertrude a full 
heart to leave it. 

The first song ended, the kind old people 
anxiously watched the hectic on their niece’s 
cheek; a thousand reasons were assigned for 

the nervous cough, despite Gertrude’s playful 

* 

disavowal of any- painful symptom. 

“ I thought you looked tired while I was 
speaking of Mr. Emmersly,” said Sarah. 

“ Speaking of whom?” asked Colonel Clair- 
lowe. 

“ Of Mr. Emmersly, sir.” 

“ Mr. Emmenily, my child—why, what do 
you know of him?” 

“ Why, really nothing at all,” replied the 
prattling girl. 

“ You do know something about him,” re¬ 
torted George. “ No one I have ever seen 
with such gray eyes and white teeth. Villiers 
used to tell ns,” George continued, with a look 
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full of sad remembrance, “ that Mr. Em- 

A ' 

mersly was always very handsome and very 
wicked, and that nobody liked him now, be¬ 
cause he had been false to his friends and 
treacherous to his foes.” 

Colonel and Mrs. Clairlowe exchanged 
glances of entire surprise. Many other dis¬ 
crepancies in the life of Brook Emmersly were 
elicited from the annals of the nurse, tradi¬ 
tionally reported by the children. 

The subject was then discontinued; and, in 
listening to the sweet notes of Lady Wilver- 
ton’s rich voice, the fond Gertrude remembered 
only that her heart had fixed its future hap¬ 
piness on bygone memories too passionately 
loved to fade or be forgotten. 

“ Sing that song for me once, Aunt Mari- 
anne—the sprig you taught Miss Herberton. I 
hear the chimes, and have but ten more mi- 
nutes to remain,” said George, repeating his 
entreaty. 

Imperceptibly to all, save one, their party 
received an additional guest. 
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Lodwick Clairlowc had stolen to Miss Grey’s 
side, breathlessly listening to each tone of tlie 
thrilling voice, inwardly denouncing Ida Des- 
champs for attempting to detain him from 
such sweet sounds; and beginning to think 
his time wasted in thus absenting himself 
from the Kectory. 

Tlie conxical description his friend at Akbar 
JIousc had given him of the pedantic abbess 
sort of person, and the misantlirope of a bro¬ 
ther, botli proudly conceited—having appended 
to their heels a nephew and niece of extraor¬ 
dinary precocity, very considerably diminished 
his anxiety to victimize himself, as Ida termed 
the fulfilment of liis promise to the guests of 
the good Eector. 

‘‘ Incomprehensible girl!” thought he, sur¬ 
veying the actualities before him, and listen¬ 
ing to the gentle lady-like performer, “wliat 
could induce her to commit such treason upon 
truth 

“ Miss Deschamps can do nothing like That, ’ 
VOL. I. F 
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he murmured, till reminded by the pale girl 
before him that silence must be kept if he 
wished to hear the song throughout. The 
sounds at length were hushed, glad welcomes 
succeeded, and the two orphans were intro¬ 
duced. “ What beautiful little creatures! Oh, 
Ida, your description was indeed imperfect!” 

Ida Deschamps sings well,” said Lodwick, 
“ but neither in voice nor style approaches 
your beautiful friend, my mother.” 

Ida Deschamps! my dear boy. Ida does 
nothing that pleases me, nothing v:ell -” 

“ Pardon me, she has been well taught!” 

“And better practised, if one may judge 
from the skilful management of her looks.” 

“ Mother, dear mother mine, you are grow- 

/■ 

ing censorious.” 

“Yes, really, mamma; you seldom speak 
severely,” rejoined Mary. 

“ Poor Ida, ■^murmured a gentle voice, 

“Why ‘poor Ida,’ Gertrude?” 

“ I know not, why, Mr. Clairlowo!” 
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For mercy's sake, clP^not ,^mploy my 
patronymic unnecessarily, ]VOps Grey,” said 
the young soldier, looking l^edly on his 

V ■* ■ 

COllf . 

“ iiodwick, lot it be then, and I will return 
to iny old privilege,” she replied; “but reallj'’ 
you hnve grown so tall and sun-burnt, I 
scai*cely knew if the comparatively old woman 
dare venture upon so terrible a liberty.” 

“ Nevcj’ dissemble, sweet Gertry, to please 
iiio; T am not pleased by it; I see clearly T 
nce<l not Hatter myself that you thought at 
all about it.” 

A sigh was the response. 

“ Miss Dcschamps,” continued Lodwick, 
“is very much improved of late, and Count 
Estallcs assured me she had been the unrivalled 


belle of two seasons.” 

“ 1 suppose she has not yet decided to ac¬ 
cept the Count?” asked Mary, “ or, perad- 
venture, some wealthier lover wears her trophies 
now?” 


F 2 
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“ Cruel sister! she appears innocent of any 
charge of fickleness.’* « 

“ She has one warm and generous advocate,” 
observed Lady Wilverton. 

“ And in a worthier cause he might win a 
fresher wreath,” added the Colonel; we do 
not ]ove Ida now, as we did seven years ago; 
the continent Jins worked evils in her natu¬ 
rally kind heart. Have a care, ray son, 

“ The heart betrayed, too late observes the snare.’* 

“ Never fear forme, sir; Ida is an agreeable 
companion, but, by the Lord Harry, I should 
go to war with Fate if I fancied she doomed 
Miss Deschamps for my wife.” 

“Bravo, my boy!” ejaculated the father; 
“ no, no! never let her wear the motto of my 
house.” 

During tho preceding dialogue, Beverley 
Pentnoris amused himsqlf by turning over the 
leaves of an ancient tnusic-book. 

“ Miss Clairlowe,” asked the Rector, “do you 
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ever sing any of these remarkably beautiful old 
ballads?*^ 

Mary glanced at the familiar melodics, whis¬ 
pering audibly, “It is so long a time since I 
sang before Lodwick, that I am frightened at 
the ordeal; for I remember he is a most inex¬ 
orable critic.’^ 

‘‘And Mary never disappointed me in affording 
ample materials,replied the brother, fbndJy; 
“but you must discontinue this sad habit of 
blushing over head and ears; strangers would 
take me for your lover.’* 

It was but a thought, a vague, yet an encou¬ 
raged thought, that Lodwick and Harold Deiit- 
noris very much resembled each other. 

The song was sung with that deep patlios, 
whicli, occasionally, when the voice has neitlicr 
richness nor sweetness, sinks to the soul, and 
subdues louder plaudits. 

Lodwick knew the value of his praise, and a 
fervent touch of his ligs on the, brow of the per¬ 
former brought glistening tell-tales to the soft 
eyes beneath. 
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Who hath not felt that mutely expressed 
commendation! 

“ There is one circumstance which gratilies, 
satisfies, yet astonishes me, lady/’ said the 
Colonel. 

“ And what may that be, dear sir?” 

Simply this; Lieut. Clairlowe’s last visit 
to Akbar House seems pretty considerably to 
have enhanced his appreciation of home enjoy¬ 
ments. I, for my part, momentarily expect to 
hear that he prefers his present companions to 
‘ The^irl he left behind him.’ ” 

Yes, a man unaccustomed to artificial 
manners does not easily acquire a relish for 
them,” observed the son; ‘‘and I am afraid 
Mr. Locke would find my blank-paper mind 
filled too completely to receive any new im¬ 
pression quite so instantaneously. Of course, 
the scratching out of any otherwise ineradicable 
prepossessidn might give space for change, 
but the newly conceived notions murft occupy 
more than thirty hours in maturing, so that 
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Miss Deschamps’ ‘put on’ gravities and gaieties 
have small charm for mel” 

‘‘ Although,''’ added iady Wilverton, “they 
are an imniense improvement sometimes.” 

“ Granted! but you understand what I 
would say—give me an ingenuous mind, and 
such a smile as this,” exclaimed Lodwick, part¬ 
ing a stray curl on the neck of his sister, from 
the chain that entangled it, gazing at the same 
moment on the lips whence the smile proceeded. 

The evening closed, and all retired to rest. 
Miss Glairlowe’s maid had just loosened the 
bands of her mistress’s hair, when a knock at 
the door, and “ May I come in?” was followed 
by the actual presence of Lodwick, who, pray¬ 
ing for a few moments’ chat, by way of sopo¬ 
rific, took his seat by his sister’s side, a pri¬ 
vileged and welcome intruder. , 

“ Has not this been a long day?” said she, 
patiently submitting to the sundry “pulls” 
inflicted by her sleepy abigail. 

“ A loUg day, dearest?” 
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“Tes, a fatiguing day,” added the tired 
girl; the seeing people one has not seen for 
so many years—so opposite as they arc, too, to 
the people Ida Deschamps cwcatui^d them as 
being. Then the long ride to the darling 
Grange-” 

Have you, then, seen the Herbertons?” 
interrupted her listener; “ do they live far 
hence? and is Charlotte at home? Lord Del- 
vor, is he there?” 

“ What a string of questions! however, I mean 
to answer them all in due succession. Char¬ 
lotte is with Lady Loder in Italy. Lord Dclvor 
iibique ! Lady Wilverton says he is a constant 
guest here whenever he remains any time in 

tlie neighbourhood, so I shall sec the conquering 

« 

hero at last! and think, Lody,how singular that' 
theintroductiojii should take place at the market 

town of-, .of all this earth's odd corners. 

I am told he is blindly anxious to consummate 
the bond with the fair l^y of his love, but that 
VLa belie fiancee' is not equally so.” 
f ‘‘ You recoilwt the poor dejected Hugh 
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Matlin; he is about to marry his ugly irieud 
the * Millionaire,’ to whom ho was pledged 
years ago. You must also remember her ex¬ 
emplary conduct, when his breach of faith was 
revealed, and the offer to Miss Herberton pub¬ 
licly spoken of, coupled, of course, with her 
rejection of his hand. 

“ Such a hand! no wonder the appearance of 
its nearer proximity alarmed the excessively re- 
fined divinity; but let that be as it may, the 
conduct of one lady on the occasion recalled the 
truant infidel to his old allegiance, and to the 
surprise of all the world, his ugly friend par¬ 
doned and reaccepted his devotion. 

“ Charlotte’s other flame, who married kind 
Ellen Maltby', is dead: he died six weeks after 
the birth of little Charles. 

“Ellen still declares that her husband never 
wandered from his first and onljr love; she is 
a sweet gentle woman,” said Mary, rising from 
her chair, and dismissing her domestic. “ I 
wish I could become acquainted with her. She 

r 3 
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who could devote her life to the man she loved, 
without a reason to ‘hope a requital for her 

c 

heart’s enduring sacrifice, perfectly aware that 
he would thanklessly relinquish her kindness, 
and clasp another form, and confess a dearer 
love, oh, she must be worthy of esteem 1 
“ He married to please his father, and did not 
explain his prior attachment until delirium 
betrayed it—yet no murmur ever escaped the 
lips of that true wife. 

Lady Herberton cannot prevail on her to 
attend Charlotte’s wedding. 

“ Little Charlie’s christening was a heart¬ 
rending scene; by Mr. Bacon’s desire, the 
clergyman performed the ceremony at the bed¬ 
side of the dying man, while he himself faintly 
pronounced the name of ‘ Charlotte.’ 

Mrs. Bacon, wishing to prevent the dis¬ 
covery of hi#relapse, and trembling lest any 
coiftradiction should agitate him farther, took 
Ud hand, when he, clasping hers, convulsively 
^pointed to the infant, murmuring * Chari—.* 
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‘ His name is Charles/ exclaimed the earnest 
woman; and the ceremony was completed 
ere she perfectly recovered from her disap¬ 
pointment; the boy’s name was to have been 
Edward, that of her husband. She felt the 
presentiment of a fatal termination to the har¬ 
rowing regret so plainly dragging life away, 
and longed to have one certain proof that, in 
spite of every contretema^ she still possessed his 
child. Yet thus, at the moment of their last 
earthly leave-taking, she was again reminded 
of her utter valuelessness to him—poor strug¬ 
gling victim of so much love. When Mrs. 
Bacon looked again on the form so idolized, 
she met no more his bright, clear, liquid 
eyes, and the dull film of death shaded them 
from her sight for ever—^his features rigid in 
insensate death. -She fainted, for he was lost 
for ever. 

“ Poor creature! well, do not let us hear 
any more of lovers just now, Mary; not at least 
such bad histories, salutary though they be— 
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yet to Diy mind such abject devotion amounts 

^ • 

to pusillanimity.” 

Lodwick, do not say so; we feel con¬ 
strained to admire an eleviited mind thus raised 
above the common sin of selfishness, surmount¬ 
ing even the most venial, though usually un¬ 
conquerable, frailties of our nature.” 

Little did Lodwick Glairlowe anticipate a 
like episode to be recorded in his own heart 
hereafter. 

What are the arrangements for to-morrow ?” 
again interrupted the brother. “ I should like 
to ride over to the Grange; will you accom¬ 
pany me, Mary?” 

“ I really cannot say, until I hear what luy 
dear mother’s wishes are. I know wc dine 

f 

there at six, but I arn so accustomed to fall into 
her arrangements^ithout the trouble of build¬ 
ing plans for myself, that I am afraid I stand a 
chance of remaining a simple chUd all my 
life.” 

Mary then, related the incidents of the 
day. 
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Lodwick -sighed." “ I wish Gertrude Grey 

r ■ 

had never seen that serpent Emniersly; yet 
how can bis concerns interest Lady Wilvertoii? 
Mystery! mystery! all mysteiy with that apos¬ 
tate; yet inethinks I do remember hearing 
something of a little nephew whom Sir Taun- 
Wilverton adopted, or. had charge of, or 
^^something of the sort; but have you discovered, 
among the most incalculable truths of this 
world, wliether young Dentnoris’s illegitimacy 
has been proved?* 

“ Lady Herbertoii^ tells me it is confirmed 
beyond a question,’* replied his blushing sifter, 
“and admires both the. Rector and Aunt 
Marianne more for their exclusive fondness, 
nay, even proved aflection, to the orphans; 
and do they not look full of love, when 
introducing the children to strangers? Really, 
wlicn I think of George and the sweet 
Sarah- 

“And no other member of their family? 
Pray, what has the secretary done fo merit 
your forgetfulness?” 
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“ Yes, Mr. Harold Dentnoris as well, then, 
dear Lody.” 

Who shall interrelate the fond memory ho¬ 
vering through scenes past, in which Harold 
had made that young heart his own, even 
before he felt how fixed and inseparable his 
thoughts were for her? 

I really mistrust my senses sometimes, so 
perfectly assured am 1 that their rights will be 
proved, when the circumstances of the case are 
more carefully examined,’’ said Mary. 

1 am afraid the present Lord Dentnoris 
hai^one deep into them already. People say 
he was anxious to establish his nephew’s claim; 
but how horridly vexatious it is on Harold^s 
account. Our mother has rendered me quite 
familiar with the name, you hear.” 

A silence of several minutes followed the 
discussion of the subject so deeply interestiBg, 
till Miwy interrupted it by observing, “Do 
not you think, from the character of Lord 
Dentnoris, that he was too proud a man to in* 
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volve his dqerest treasures in the calamity the 

world lays to his charge? Lady Dentnoris, 

• 

too, was a woman of infinite pride; so, is it 
probable, humanly speaking, that they would 
have omitted any ceremony, by the disregard 
of which their children’s respectability could 
be forfeited?” 

‘‘Oh, Mary dear, good night! and God 
grojirt you may ever remain thus unacquainted 
with the chronicles of man’s selfishness. Good 
night, dear girl.” 
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CHAPTER VIII. 


“ lluw Jeoi* 1 might that sweet scosou last^ 

In which our iirst love-dream is past, 

Ero douhtb, and Cfires, and jealous pain^ 

Are flaws in the heart's diamond chain.” 

L. £. Xi. 

“ Marianne, I wish you would observe the 
destruction of your own, if not of iiiy pro- 
•perty,’' exclaimed the Kector. “See! you 
have not only poured the coffee over your 
dress, but also into my plate, which anything 
but improves the flavour of the roll; the cloth 
is covered too, and the letters!” 

‘‘Oh! si^ve the letters!” entreated Lady 
Wilvorton, os she hastily prayed assistance to 
'^prevent their laving in the brown stream. This 
dreaded mischief, however, was quickly averted, 
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and the superscription of each well-known cor¬ 
respondent immediately recognised—the “B, 
E.’' in the corner of one too certainly indicating 
the writer^s name, while Gertrude Grey^s flit¬ 
ting colour betrayed the mysterious intensity 
of feeling so incomprehensible to the widow, 
who, as she looked on the disquieting envelope, 
anticipated no great pleasure from its contents. 

Miss Grey, the only one unwritten to of the 
party, pondered silently over the seeming lone¬ 
liness of lier orphan lot, little understanding 
the real secrets of a history for the most part 
concealed from her^ 

Her father, when quite a youth, clandes¬ 
tinely married the daughter of an Italian vo¬ 
calist. For a few short years love lent them 
energy to support unrepiningly the first expe¬ 
rience of poverty, till the inflexibility of her 
grand-paient’s resentment fully evinced itself. 
Not content with the mere disinheriting of his 
unfortunate son, he added bitt^ dehlmciations 
against the wife.' A few lingering weeks of 
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bickciiing despondency, and Henry Grey’s re¬ 
mains were permitted, by the still relentless 
parent, to be gathered to his forefathers in the 
family vault. 

The sudden termination of her husband’s 
painful journey on earth, her distance from 
brighter Italy, and utter destitution, with the 
trifling exception of two shillings a day, 
speedily accomplished Death’s commands, sum¬ 
moning the wife to follow her husband. 

They laid her in a lone uncouth grave, and 
the loved and beautiful was soon forgotten by 
the few who, in her first days of wedded hap- 
, piness, contributed small pittances for the 
young bride’s dowry. 

Before her last sad sigh escaped, the infant 
Gertrude was conveyed to the care of Mrs. 
Clairlowe by a trusty messenger, accompanied 
by the following note, her child's only testa¬ 
ment 


Dear Madam, 

“ My husband’s father and yours^werc sol- 
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cliers in the same battle-field j and, consoled 
by this single thought, I die. Take my baby- 
girl to your heart; mould her to your will; 
let her not yearn for us, nor hear our faults 
upbraided. God will thus bountifully reward 
the unrepining admission of the penalty He 
imposed. lie has brought us to the grave. 
Save our child* I know not what 1 write; my 
eyes are dim in tears and death. I see my 
child; she clings to this attenuated frame. I 
bless you—bless my baby, while the cold finger 
of decay traces the vision of my coming tomb. 
My child, farewell I Her bright eyes will bring 
me back to life!—I die! 

“ Travisa Grey.*^ 

Such confidence had not been misplaced, 
and the little Gertrude soon became familiar 
and happy with the merry hearts around her. 
Nevertheless,^ longing for the beloved smiles 
of parents so suddenly removed, and the 
“ wherefore” was she left thus isolated, paled 
her young brow, and shed a melancholy over her, 
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irresistibly attractive to ber friends, and sadly 
illustrative of tlie history of her life. But a 
portion of her father’s misfortunes had been re- 
vealed, leaving poor Gertrude only partially 
aware of the lull amount of gratitude she owed 
to the relations assembled at-liectory. 

Mrs. Clairlowe at length broke the silence, 

' by remarking that, as her niece appeared to be 
the only one disengaged, she might perform a 
great service for her by reading a letter from 
Lady Loder. “ And, Mary,” continued she, 
“ do not be" too elated by the news you will 
presently hear.” The thoughtful Gertrude 
instantly abandoned her meditation to accept 
the well-timed duty^ and read as follows;— 

“ My Deak Mbs. Clairlowe, 

“ The Herbertons and their party pro¬ 
mised to spend the Easter week with us at 
Loder, Deo volente. This fact, precedes the 
object of my letter, as it will, I hope, do duty 
as a bribe, and insure an affirmative for our 
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petition — ‘ Will you and yours join our 
circle? 

“Percy, whom you have never scon, has 
brought home three beautiful horses, Tlie 
wliite barb is for Miss Clairlowe’s use, 1 hear, 
—that is, if you can be good enougli to accept 
our unceremonious invitation. He spends half 
liis time in training it; and, for my sake and 
what his mother loves, this is done, as I have 
not yet seen her rival. 

“ My Percy, too; my poor heart dreads the 
time when this delicious feeling will not, can¬ 
not, be so undividedly mine. He is now only 
twenty, and Ws past travels have not spoiled 
my boy. He seems full of us and home. Miss 
Grey, if she will so far honour him, is to have 
the use of ‘ Jet.’ 

“ With the kindest recollections to you and 
yours from our trio, believe me, my dear Mrs. 
Clairlowe, Yours, 

Bella Loder.” 

“ P.S.—I wish those amiable friends of the 
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Herbertons would augment our happiness by 
meeting you. An inVitation is already written, 
but I feel slightly scrupulous about sending it. 
If you think I dare venture so far on our short 
acquaintance, I will post it/’ 

“ What a kind, silly old woman it is!” ex¬ 
claimed Colonel Clairlowe. “ Mary, my dear, 
she wants a wife for her Percy; any objec¬ 
tion, eh?” 

“ Nay, papa, do not anticipate the attack,” 
replied his daughter, smiling in turn; “may¬ 
be he will make you an excellent son-indaw— 
if-” 

“ No ‘ ifs,’ Mary,” added Lodwick; “ how 
singularly everything happens for my advan¬ 
tage—all my wishes thus easily gratified; but 
from whom is your letter, sister mea?” 

“ Look,” observed Miss Clairlowe, holding 
up a perfumed sheet, filled with the flippant 
characters of Ida Descharaps’ pen, “ from your 
Euphrosyne I” 
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“ Mine! well, I like that. Good bye; I am 
off to the Grange!” 

I am afraid the contents of my despatches 
will prove uninteresting to all but Beverley,” 
said Lady Wilverton. “ You must know, my 
dear brotlier, that Sir-Oakington is dead, and 
Brook has succeeded to the baronetcy.” 

“ Indeed! how has he left his son ? wealthy ?” 

“Fifteen hundred a year, with the Hall; 
this last, however, it appears, Sir Brook re¬ 
signs in favour of his mother, during her life. 
Read the letter, it will e3g[)lain every circum¬ 
stance.” 

“ Had you not a protegd of that name, Lady 
Wilverton, if the question be not impertinent?” 
asked Colonel Clairlowe. 

“ I had, dear sir; but many years since be 
cast aside tlie^cfquaintance.” 

“ Then this Mr. Emmersly must be the same 
person we know,” 

“ Now Sir Brook Emmersly,” replied the 


aunt. 



120 


GOALS AND GUERDONS; OR, 

Yet may I, too, evince the curiosity 1 have 
to hear how you became acquainted?” 

c ( 

‘‘ And I,” ejaculated Lodwick, “ burn to hear 
the whole ti’uth.” 

“ The truth, then,” said Lady Wilverton, 
is as follows-” 

“Nay, Marianne, I can better relate the 
circumstances connected with your wild and 

f 

bygone schemes. My sister, Mrs. Clairlowc, 
tliought herself capable of controlling, un¬ 
assisted, the mad spirits of an Oxonian. The 
achievement defied luer anticipations; and, much 
to her disappointment, he scampered off, first 
to Germany, then to India, then, on furlough, 
or sick-certificate, returned *to his much-ad- 
raired Venice, paying his Aunt Marianne a 
Hying visit, which, proving anything but satis¬ 
factory, he was off again; and^ believe, from 
this letter, he .must purpose a repetition of his 
travels, as well as a brief stay in his native 
land.” 

Poor Gertrude! vainly had Mrs. Clairlowe’s 
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kind heart invented excuses to obtain the ab¬ 
sence of her niece from tjiis explanation, and, 
lest it should be prolonged, she requested the 
trembling girl to accompany her to prepare for 
their early ride. 

“Does this said Sir Brook return imme¬ 
diately?” inquired Lodwick, hastily, as his 
mother and cousin left the room. 

“ fTo; after all, he simply alludes to the pro¬ 
bability of his appearance at the marriage of 
his old flame, Miss Herberton.” 

“ Do you know that he proposed to Grer- 
trude, and has treated her perfidiously? at 
least, though the world may not think so, I do.” 

“ And she hasilrejected him, I hope?” said 
the Colonel, warmly, 

“ We never mention the subject now, and 
I liumbly beg pardon for having said so 
much. However, I can see that neither 
of you admire him, for not a word of com¬ 
mendation have you spoken; and when Deht- 
ris threw the letter on the table, I think 
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it was not clone with the air of augmented 
happiness,*^ 

Mary listened breathlessly; Lady Wilver- 
ton^s pallor increased. 

For Brook, had he not ventured to refer to 
scenes of agitating annoyance? had he not 
also stated his motive for communicating the 
advancement of his fortunes to her, hoping it 
might assist his single wish in life, at the same 
moment that the wasting Gertrude languished 

If 

in her fond elevotedness? 

Perfidious to such a splendid girl,” thought 
Lodwick; ‘‘ a girl faultless and beautiful, free 
from the shackles of worldly vanity. May the 
good Fates prosper me, I Idtk her too.” Then, 
with a sigh not quite disconsolate, he le a ’ 
upon his spirited horse, and quitted thais- 
tory on a visit to his early friends.* >rn 

This little note,” continued Lady W n's 
ton, “.contains an important share of infcAre 
tion. I think I told you, Colonel Clairlo 
that I had been fortunate enough to let W' 
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verton Abbey on lease to the lay rector, Sir 
William Belton; and herein,” said she, looking 
on the billet, “ I am requested to grant an in¬ 
terview concerning the change of entrance to 
the turret and observatory.” 

“ When will he jail?” inquired her brother. 

“ At any hour I appoint.” 

‘‘Let it be two or three o’clock; I have 
particular and urgent engagements after the 
latter hour.”, 

“ May-be you expect a lof®r in disguise, 
Dentnoris ?” said the Colonel. 

“ No, far otherwise, I assure you ; Sir Wil¬ 
liam is an Ancient,* with a number of 


daughters.*’ 

excellent wife still living, would have 
briefer argument against the notion, 
^,*' said his sister. 

list confess that the first impression 
the announcement of Sir William 
as the servant threw open the drawing- 

G 2 
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room door, was extremely opposite to the de¬ 
scription of the goo(J Eector. In lieu of the 
gray-haired Ancient,” Lord Delvor intro¬ 
duced his friend Sir William, son of the baronet 
lately deceased.. Eighteen months previously 
he had breathed his last at JVIalta* 

The world did not universally award admi¬ 
ration to the countenance of Sir William, the 
paleness of which was increased by the shade 
of black heav;^urls, the dark moustache, and 
the long fringWeyes of that most intense blue 
into which one looks untiringly as they vary 
with each new emotion; now deeply dark, now 
brightly blue. A figure, tall and handsomely 
proportioned, bent with the languor of ill 
health, accompanied by a voice of earnest 
thoughtfulness, prepossessed as much as asto¬ 
nished the inmates of-Rectory, nor could 

the merry old soldier forbear throwing one 
glance of mystical import to Lady Wilverton 
after the introduction. 

The contemplated alterations were pro- 



THE CnnONICLES OF A LIFE. 125 

nounced to be most essential improvements, 
and the gentlemen liad^ no sooner departed 
than, to the satisfaction of Colonel Clairlowe, 
he was enabled to state the confirmation of 
his opinion, that the stranger was, without 
doubt, a lover in disguise. 

Lady Wilverton laughed at his jesting, 
while Lodwick, tired and disconcerted, entered 
atrthe moment of an animated eulogy upon 
Lord Dclvor, only to find himself a second 
time defeated in his attempt to meet him. 
He had ridden fast towards the Grange, 
then back to the Rectory, and, weary with 
the repeated disappointment, flung himself oil 
a couch in the library. 

His dreamings were interrupted by the un¬ 
expected arrival of Harold Dentnoris, who, ill 
and dispirited, walked unheralded into the 
room. Lodwick Clairlowe started from his 
recumbent attitude, pleading he scarcely knew 
what, or wherefore, in extenuation of his idle 
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lounge; begged the visitor to be seated, offer¬ 
ing at the same tin^c to summon Dcnt- 
noris. 

“ I thank you,” remarked the smiling in¬ 
truder, “ I will, myself, seek Lady Wilverton; 
but here she is!” exclaimed the nephew, 
grasping the hand of his aunt, and carrying 
it to his lips. 

Lodwick rjemained an inactive spectator of 
the denouement, till Lady Wilverton, remem¬ 
bering they had not met before, pronounced 
the usual introduction. 

Ah! I am most glad to see you, Mr. 

r 

Dentnoris,” cried the warm-hearted lieutenant; 
“ my cousin has described you with perfect 
accuracy, and if I may, I do at once seek; your 
acquaintance by this privilege,” said he, ex¬ 
tending his hand. 

Harold willingly accepted the proffered 
pledge, with a sympathetic gesture which 
neither time nor absence ever obliterated. 
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“ Who are your other guests, Lady Wilver- 
ton? Surely I cannot bp mistaken, it is— 

“ Mrs. Clairlowe and the Colonel,” rejoined 
the widow. 

‘‘ Yes, precisely, but the ladies in riding* 
dresses?” 

‘‘ Their daughter and niece, Harold; I re¬ 
collect you met them at Venice.” 

Let us join them,” said the brother; I 
am sure they will be only too glad of an 
opportunity to shake you by the hand again, 
and I am equally gratified to have the start of 
them once to-day, at all events.” 

His predictions were fully verified; and 
a happy, glance of astonished delight from 
the blushing Mary, whispered consolation to 
one beating bosom. 

“ Tet,” thought he, “ why keep the trea¬ 
sured memories of old so jealously within my 
breast? Why had not blind prophecy stayed 
their first hallowed thoughts and hopes? Then, 
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I knew hot the bitter poison awaiting me— 
felt not the curse of illegitimacy. Down, 
then, wild aspirings! down to the depth , of my 
lonesome soul. No, I dare not ; if, when un¬ 
alloyed happiness glanced before my future— 
if, then, I could not trust myself to speak my 
love, how may my voice presume to form a 
beggar’s prayer, and offer a sullied reputation 
and no name, to her, or look upon her form 
even with a brother’s love.” 

Harold!” said a gentle child-like tone, 
arousing him from his brief reverie, — 

Harold!” He turned and gazed upon the 
lovely little sister, yet unknown to him. 

“ And is that George who helped Miss 
Grey to dismount?” asked the brother, as 
he caught the sweet Sarah to his yearning 
heart. 

‘‘ Yes,. Harold, and we have talked of you 
until we did everything but see you. Both 
Geoi;ge and I continually besought Aunt 
Marianne to tell us of our brother, and now 
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you are really here, I can scarcely believe it; 
but you look afraid of us all.^* 

Harold Dentnoris insensibly acknowledged 
the beatitude of home; imperceptibly the joy- 
fulness of his friends crept into his mind, and 
bade him rejoice, even without joy. The 
confirmation of his illegitimacy had wholly 
overpowered him; had changed his genuine 
liappincss to gloom, and curdled every memory 
into gall. Bitter, bitter retrospect! the un¬ 
avoidable blame commingling with the re¬ 
membrance of a parent’s love. 

Their former intimacy had been slight, but 
Mary Clairlowe had chronicled his looks, his 
words, and every sigh, in the volume of her 
young life’s records. 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

** Sorrow 

Would be a rarity most beloved, if all 
^Could so become it.”— King Leak. 

“ Ob, many a shaft at random sent, 

Finds mark the archer little meant ; 

And many a word at random spoken, 

May soothe, or wound, a heart that’s broken!” 

The voice of Mrs. Clairlowe, inquiring for 
the young ladies, hastened the clasping of Miss 
Grey^s second bracelet, who^ delighted for 
once to be prepared to attend a first summons, 
quickly withdrew her arm from the satisfied 
maid, and descended to the drawing-room. 

A robe of ruby velvet reflected a warm hue 
over her clear white complexion, and lighted 
up her pale brow almost to the tinge of health. 
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A ruby bandeau, interspersed with ruby stars 
bound her black braided hair, and gave a 
bright happy expression to her calm eyes, as 
she glided into the presence of her aunt. 

Miss Clairlowe was about to make an earnest 
observation, when her mother drawing her 
aside, whispered—“ Not now, my love, not 
now; it would distress her. I feel convinced 
she is not aware of it—it is a mistake of 
Langdon’s.^^ 

The carriages rolled heavily from the door, 
leaving Harold, who had declined joining the 
party, more than doubly mournful, and alone. 
A moment for the indulgence of his sorrow, 
and again the love of kindred prevailed. Jle 
listened to the pealing laugh of his little sister 
—hoard their merry “ Good nights,— the 
kiss t—I{e could no longer repel tlie consoH- 
tary ideas crowding, despite himself, into his 
bosom, bidding him cull the few sweets left 
in the enjoyment of pure unselfish love— and 
well did the peaceful after-hour reward himi 
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“ I thought you were gone to the Grange/^ 
cried Sarah. 

■» c 

“ And I thought I heard Aunt Marianne 
wish you to go, Harold,** exclaimed Georgy, 
in a tone of surprise. 

“ And you, I suppose, very properly think 
such a wish from Aunt Marianne tantamount 
to a command, dear hoy?** answered Harold. 

Of course! if my aunt wishes me to do 
anything, I would not give her the trouble of 
commanding me,—I always think her wish 
sufficient.** 

“ Oh, but Harold is different from us, Georgy 
dear; he is a man, — and men are able to 
knojsV everything good for themselves as well 
as Uncle Beverley;—at least uncle has told 
me they ought to do so.** 

“ A homily on obedience;—upon my word, 
Sally, you are very clever to find such sterling 
arguments in my defence—but Georgy also is 
right—and when I can attend to it, the com¬ 
mand of Aunt Marianne is uttered in the wish.** 
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The request to see his horses and dogs on 
the morrow, gave our hero something to look 
forward to, independent of the melancholy 
question of inheritance. Small are the coin¬ 
cidences which either attract us towards, or 
repel us from, the pleasures of this earth. 

Harold returned to his chamber, where 
again the wounded spirit sought its luckless 
theme, reverting to his father, his mother, 
their English home, left so early, and mourned 
so long, till kindly weariness overcame him, 
and the bitterness of memory was for a time 
subdued. 

In the hall of the old-fashioned Grange, a 
string of venerable domestics welcomed their 
favourite, Lady Wilverton; and in a few mo¬ 
ments the party gathered round the blazing 
hearth of the Herbertons. 

Dinner was shortly announced, and Mary 
found herself led to table by their agreeable 
visitor of the morning, 

‘‘ There is something exquisitely graceful 
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in the walk of Lady Wilvertoii,” ol)served 
Sir William Belton,—a majesty of motion 
scarcely describable,” 

That is not a chief perfection,” rejoined 
Miss Clairlowc, “ she is altogether perfect.” 

“ My fellow traveller, Mr. Harold Dent- 
noris, is of course known to you, Miss Clair- 
lowe?”. 

“ Oh, yes!” replied the confused girl—‘‘ we 
have known him slightly.” 

“ And like him?” 

“ Yes, he was a great favourite with papa.” 

Sir William had put the question for the 
sake of saying something connected with the 
family. 

“ I have heard him frequently speak of Co¬ 
lonel Clairlowe,” continued the Baronet, “ and 
on one occasion % gentleman present grew 
most Vociferous in praise of his daughter.” 

Mary’s thoughts had wandered off to com¬ 
mune with the spirit of the past; she did not, 
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therefore, immediately respond to the observa¬ 
tions. 

“ You have no curiosity,^Miss Clairlowe, or 
you would testify a little interest in the name 
of the person I alluded to.” 

Yes! Oh, yes! I am of a most inquisitive 
disposition; do, I intreat you, allow me to 
hear the name of your friend.” 

“ No friend^—No! It was Sir Brook Em- 
mersly 

“ Indeed!” quickly rejoined Mary Clair¬ 
lowe, perceiving the startled countenance of 
her cousin, and rather willing to hazard a 
return to the former Subject, than hear the 
prohibited name again. “ But whence did 
you travel in company with Mr* Harold Dent- 
noris?” 

“ From Venice to Staines, a few miles from 
London. We met at General Deschamps’, 
and I have been using my utmost endeavours 
to extort the promise of a visit from him; but, 
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iiotwitlistandiiig my assiduity, lie perversely 
withholds even the shadow of a pledge. I 

r 

would like to see^my sisters, who are quieter 
than any quakeresses in Europe, pull caps for 
so attractive a conquest,—^yct, perchance, he 
pursues the wiser system, and will not at¬ 
tempt to break their hearts in unrequited 
love.” 

Mary felt half disposed to be indignant, yet 
a monient^s reflection restored her 'self-pos¬ 
session. Harold Dentnoris had never breathed 
a thought of love to her—they had exchanged 
no look of lov€—then why the tacit acknow¬ 
ledgment— why in Jfory Clairlowe^s heart 
did there exist a sacred, a profound fellowship 
towards the illegitimate? These ideas flitted 
rapidly throfl^^h her mind, and occupied 
scarcely an instant, ere she replied by asking, 
Has Mr. Dentnoris determined, then, to 
live and die a bachelor?” 

“ On the contrary, I think he is smitten 
irrecoverably, by a very charming English- 
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woman—^not the one I would have selected 
for him/' 

Abroad ?” faltered his attentive listener. 

‘‘ Yes! At Venice I saw them together." 

*' ‘‘ Beautiful, is she?" 

“ Why no! — yes — questionably so. She 
has, however, stolen his heart, I fear." 

Not so!—^thought Miss Clairlowe, Harold 
is too proud to marry now—dear Harold! 

“ They are solemn and low, and none can hear 
y ‘ The whispers that come to memory’s ear.” 

' j'r 

i, 

And Mary pondered sadly, despite her reso- 
liitc philosophy. 

The spirit of ihe captivating girl refused to 
credit the engagement of Harold Dentnoris 
with an avowed flirt, for well she understood 
the allusions of Sir William. No, thought 
she, I will not admit such a censure on his 
taste. Thus reassuring herself, Mary turned, 
inquiring if he had any more information, with 
regard to his sisters, to give her, as she longed 
for an introduction to them. 
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Shall we hear Lady Wilvcrton sing to¬ 
night?' asked he, evidently engaged in medi¬ 
tating on a subject quite distinct from the 
interrogation that moment uttered. 

I hope so; it would be very unusual to 
allow a social evening to pass without a song 
from her." * 

There were but few ladies in the drawing¬ 
room, when the door opened to admit Sir 
William Belton, whose ears were at the same 
instant greeted by the soft low tones of the 
beautiful Aunt Marianne, as she gave life to 
the words of Mrs. Norton's “ Blind Man's 
Bride'' 

Charles Bacon sat opposite, gazing vacantly 
upon the face of the performer. The music 
ceased, and not until the party were all fairly 
laughing at the young boy's absence of mind, 
did he pei*©eivc how extraordinary his manner 
must appear to those unacquainted with the 
train of his ruminations. 

I have only been thinking," said ho, “ of 
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the last time I heard that song; how differ¬ 
ently it sounded. Ida Deschamps forced 
Mr. Emmersly to sing it over three times one 
night—I thought it was a love song; I was 
so sleepy, I could scarcely keep my eyes open; 
but as they asked me to stay, of course I felt 
obliged to do so. Mr. Dentnoris having (Ida 
said) left the room in a fit of his unaccount¬ 
able jealousy; but that was not intended for 
me to hear, and when he was gone I was the 
ojily other man left.’’ 

The only other what ?” said his mother. 

>v 

The only other gentleman,” answered 
Charles, indignantly; “at all events, I was 
forced to doHuty for one that night, although 
I could not succeed well enough to clasp her 
bracelet; I could not bear her.” 

“ Fie! fie!” interrupted his mother; “ there 
tixo several gentlemen here, therefore you may 
be exempt from the duty of a critic to-night.” 

“ But, mamma, she always would call me 
‘Charles, love;’*pshaw!” cried the boy, em- 
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phatically, “ I liate her loud singing and star¬ 
ing eyes.” 

Eleven o’clock arrived, and the guests de¬ 
parted. Gertrude’s heart, the one aching 
thing among that crowd, had burned to hear 
the ambiguous tales of her lover’s gallantry, 
yet, hoping on in hopelessnessj her mind re¬ 
gained its serenity. She dwelt upon the past, 
and in the present acknowledged no type of 
that by-gone happiness. She credited not liis 
infidelity, nor forbade her lonely bosom to 
dream of joyful days to come, of many a 
merry hour in store, when once again she 
should see him, warm, passionate, and smiling 
at her feet. 

Mary Clairlowe’s thoughts were dancing 
through the zodiac of h^r loved hemisphere, 
having heartily enjoyed the scene of gladness 
past.. She was but hastening from one affec- 
tionate band to meet the original of a portrait, 
contained within her memory for aye! 
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Lodwick was enveloping his cousin in a warm 
shawl, as they bade the final good night to 
Lady Herbcrton, and drawing her arm within 
his own, observed— 

“Nothing ever felt so cold as this dark 
night; really, Gertrude,.it is necessary for you 
to have something more than the glow of rubies 
in your hair, to secure your head from this 
feting cold.” 

, llnbies in my hair!” exclaimed Miss Grey, 
Raising her hand to test the accuracy of the 
statement. A chill shudder ran through her 
frame. 

Lodwick laughed at her alarm; he never had 
seen her dressed more becomingly. Still, even 
when he smiled, a vague apprehension that 
Sir Brook might be in some way connected 
with the brilliant gems, checked his mirth, and 
in silence and deep sorrow the agitated girl 
entered the carriage, painfully musing upon 
the inattention to her toilet. 
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The book” had lost its interest with others; 

to Gertrude Grey alone it proved the sacred 

\ 

companion* 

All things are hallowed in proportion to the 
purity of our affections for them, and this new¬ 
found treasure was, she believed, the only thing 
near her on which his eyes, the eyes of a de¬ 
nounced lover, had rested, in which his hand 
had traced the pencil-marks. Oh, there is joy 
in memories like this! It rendered her insen¬ 
sible to the dull realities of our work-a-day 
world, and permitted her maid unrestrained 
freedom to deck the abundant tresses of her pa¬ 
tient mistress, in the style she herself preferred. 

Vainly had Mrs. Clairlowe lectured the 
young girl upon her negligence on former occa¬ 
sions ; but, thought Gertrude, those “mistakes” 
were really “negligences;” this—Oh, what 
must my poor aunt think!—surely she has 
abandoned all hope of reforming me, alas! 

And have none who will read these pages, 
felt the acute sense of having unwarily inflicted 
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on a tender loving heart a misgiving like to 
that Gertrude knew her gentle aunt would 
suffer—unable, at the moment of discovery, to 
unload the heavy secret, and by one look of 
sincere contrition, meet half the pardon it im¬ 
plored ? Miss Grey had to dwell upon the sad 
explanation before her. Are there none who 
can paint the wretchedness entailed by recur¬ 
rence to a word or deed, I’enounced, or pledged 
to be avoided for the sake of one beloved 
friend ?—Not one who has felt the thrilling dis¬ 
appointment arising from ill-starred devotion, 
from ruined hope, racking jealousy, and the 
dominion of the hearths stubborn doomed affec¬ 
tions? 

Perhaps some of the few who may chance 
to travel with me through these histories, may 
recal a time when the hot tear of feverish ex¬ 
citement gathered, yet dropped not from their 
eyes, as the strong appeal of memory was hurled 
from its dear confidingness into the abyss of 
hai'rowing, indignant sorrow, with a tliousand 
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wherefores to excuse the fault, or lessen the bur¬ 
then in the mind. Useless are such stratagems, 
they but bewilder, never, never tranquillize. 

LodwieVs emphatic—‘‘We are at home,” 
dispelled the musings both of his sister and 
cousin, and .Gertrude’s unresisting hand again 
rested on the arm of the military aspirant, who 
tenderly besought her to tremble less, and 
look one smile upon her cavalier. 

“ Do! ere you quit me to join my mother. 
She evidently waits for you, Gcrtry,” added he, 

'll 

turning to receive the boon he prayed for, in 
a tone of glad warmth. The eyes that but 
one short hour ago had glanced in day-bija^i 
brightness, were glistening still, but only in 
their fulness of sad tears; their brilliant beauty 
was fast dulling as the head drooped, and 
in powerless emotion the frail form sank from 
the support of her cousin. Tn one moment 
his manly grasp caught, the fainting girl. 

Lodwick had never witnessed the semhiance 
of female death before—he had seen men fall 
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and die, had heard their dying wishes, and the 
throat’s gurgling token pf approaching disso¬ 
lution ; but he had never seen a woman faint: 
thus the feelings of unutterable misery with 
which he gazed on the clearly chiselled fea¬ 
tures of the statue-like Gertrude, mastered 
each reasoning thought, and bursting through 
every channel of suppressed aifection, he prayed 
her to unclose those eyes,” more than sun’s 
light to him. 

lilrs. Clairlowe watched with anxiety the 
irrepressible emotion of her beloved son; sur¬ 
prised and almost lamenting the avowal of his 
feeling for the deserted and once elect bride of 
Sir Brook Emmersly. The sloe-fringed lids at 
length were lifted up, and Lodwick saw with 
intense pleasure the eyes* softened richness 
resting upon his. 

Miss Grey shared her aunt’s dormitory, 
and long ere morning broke, her mind re¬ 
verted in dismay to the incident of the pre¬ 
vious night. 


VOL. I. 


H 
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The birds had sung their matin hymn, the 
day-flowers of the conservatory opened their 
fragrant petals, while soothing breezes sounded 
less mournfully in their wintry moan, as Mrs. 
Clairlowe parted the heavy curtains which con¬ 
cealed the invalid. 

“ I am not sleeping, aunt,’* murmured the 
faltering accents of poor Gertrude, who rose to 
anticipate the dear embrace, and in the arms 
now open to receive her, make the deep con¬ 
fession of the “ last mistake.” 

“ Dearest aunt, have you forgiven me ? 
Well you know it was my idleness, inattention, 
anything but forgetfulness of your admonitions, 
that ^paused his bandeau to encircle my brow 
again; I knew not that one gift remained, 
until the moment of re-entering the carriage 
yesternight. In future, trust me, dear aunt, 
I will be less abstracted. Cannot you forgive 
my poor rejected heart for hallowing some glad 
memories? I remembered only when first I 
wore the ruby dress; we all were liappy then, 
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aunt. Even his gift, offered in part of his 
admiration of it,—even .that was forgotten. I 
held little Sarah’s hook, and tried to feel he 
still might turn, and seek me once again. Tn 
this casket,” continued Miss Grey, delivering a 
morocco case into Mrs. Clairlowe’s hand, “ lies 
the relic of his gifts to me; return it, niy kind 
aunt,-#retiirn it to Mr. EmmersTy.” 

The utterance of the name, and the energetic 
flow of her rapid confession, overpowered the 
pallid sufferer. Mrs. Clairlowe would have 
spared the prolonged revelation, hut hoped the 
unhurthening of her distress might relieve a 
weary heart. 

“ Calm yourself, my darling child ; I never 
for one moment doubted you, my Gcrtry. 

I knew my little girl had not heart enough to 
have a look that was not horn of fondness, from 
her aunt,” said the generous old lady, smiling 
a heavenly halsam to the soul of the orphan; 
“ and I was equally certain that Gertrude 
: Grey loved me. We never wilfully offend those 

H 2 
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whose love is grateful to us; the link once 
severed thus, is but a.mended one afterwards; 
and though its external worth appears to be 
uninjured, the sterling value of the gold is 
diminished. I recollect that you, my love, 
had written this to me long months ago, and 
felt assured of your entire ignorance of the 
glittering oriftment in your hair las%night; 
at least, I was certain you remembered not 
from whom the one you wore was received. 
Yet, my Gertrude, though no doubt of your 
love for us could enter our minds, still, tliink 
how anxiously we long for you to dissipate even 
the hope of an union with Sir Brook Emmersly.” 

“ Ah, yes! he is Sir Brook now—different < 
and changed, perhaps,” said Miss Grey, un¬ 
consciously. 

“Listen to me, my child; you arc surrounded 
by unquestionable proofs of his unworthi¬ 
ness.” 

Gertrude shuddered. 

“He may not have forgotten you,” conti- 
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iiued tlic aunt, “ yet, has he not slighted you? 
Have you not been neglected for others more 
interesting to him ?” 

“Oh, my dear aunt, how you wring my 
heart. I will forget I forget!” 

“ Keligion, dear child, he hath derided; 
calumniated your best friends; outraged every 
propriety. We fain would think better of him 
for your sake; but, believe me, my love, he 
cares not to accomplish your ‘ happiness Sir 
Brook only trades in ‘ misery ” 

“ Aunt Clairlowe, I have uttered my deep 
confession; I now live,” whispered the heart¬ 
breaking accents, “ only to love those who love 
me; and at God^s will to die. Spare me the 
wretched certainty of his guilt, and I will bless 
you.” 

Mrs. Clairlowe had used many arguments 
in succession, to lead her sorrowing niece to 
doubt the honour of Sir Brook; but never 
before offered so unequivocal a censure, and, 
despite her excellent judgment in every other 
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instance, she had erred on this occasion, and 
the heart of Gertrude Grey was breaking. 

What is the human heart? Is it not the 
light reflected from the tabernacle of our sen¬ 
sibilities? as the sun is to the day, so the heai’t 

• 

is to the soul,—^the sad unerring registrar of 
this life’s joys and griefs,—the fatal messenger 
to the judgment seat.—Oh, guard and keep 
my soul free from the knowledge of his defec¬ 
tion! My fstticy will not admit the dark 
idea. Surely, then, ’twill never reach my 
heart. 

Such were the wildering thoughts, com¬ 
panions to Miss Grey, when the kind old lady 
had adjusted her pillows, and left her side, to 
obey the summons of the first breakfast bell. - 

Miss Clairlowe had risen earlier than usual, 
to make personal inquiries for her cousin, and 
consequently made her appearance in the 
breakfast-room before the custoraaiy hour. 

Harold Dentnoris had preceded her, carry¬ 
ing witli him a portfolio (present^ by Mary 
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to the good Eector), containing several well- 
executed sketches of the^ surrounding country. 

The usual good-morrows were exchanged, 
chairs put in the path of her Harold would 

have bartered wealth and power to clear of 

• 

every obstruction. Yet, as she pursued her 
hurried journey to the Conservatory, where 
flowers seemed resolved to bud and bloom in 
gentle defiance of the bleak, drear, wintry sky 
above, incredible impediments occurred; the 
light footfall was irregularly made, and more 
formidable felt the short distance to be tra¬ 
versed across that moderately-sized room. 

“ I am so sorry to interrupt your studies, 
Mr. Dentnorjs,” said Mary, smiling pro- 
vokingly at his blunders, “ but you may con¬ 
tinue them immediately,—I merely wanted to 
gather this for Miss Grey,’^ holding towards 
hira^ a leaf of the dark verbena. 

“ Nay, Miss Clairlowe, although I could 
not devote my attention to any other thing in 
mute existence moi’e pleasing than tlicsc 
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sketches, yet I am not so oblivious a student 

as to forget the opportunity of having tliem 

« 

explained by their own artist.” 

“ My poor sketches, are you engaged with?” 
asked the beautiful girl. 

Yes, and if you will condemn yourself to 
remain one moment with so dull a companion, 
may I ask you to explain the whereabout of 
this pretty temple?” Harold saw the happy 
blush, the timid acquiescence; and although 
his conscience notified alarm, its dictates were 
unheeded. 

Mary endeavoured to reconcile herself to a 
position, not wholly terrible, notwithstand¬ 
ing a thousand fears. There were at least 
an equal number of exquisite revealings, 
blended with the recollection of her com¬ 
panion's presence; and although a stranger 
might have considered the interview rather 
heavy than otherwise, the two, now together, 
were perfectly agreed upon. the chances of 
enlightenment to be derived from Mary^s 
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lingering those few brief moments over the 
unconscious portfolio. 

After a description of several drawings, it 
was decided that Harold should visit the 
pictured scenes, and recognise the remaining 
spots, in order to prove the truthfulness of her 
pencil; then, with bounding steps, and a heart 
lilled with phantom happiness, the blushing 
girl withdrew. 

Well did Mary Clairlowe feel he loved her: 
the tone of his voice,—his quick half-finished 
sentences, so unlike the tranquil manner of 
his general address,—the silent smile, when 
her blue eyes were lifted up tq his,—the 
struggle to reply witli coldness, even as cham¬ 
pion ever did to the affianced lady of his 
friend’s devotion,—all told her she was deeply, 
dearly loved. 

And can the worldlier host condemn the 
wild hope re-animating the blighted prospects 
of the desponding Harold, while bending to 
catch the trembling “ Yes,” or quickly breathed 

IT 3 
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negative, during their first free communion,— 
the silly question, and less wise reply,—the 
contradictions,—and last, but dearest of that 
half-hour’s life, the thrilling madness of the 
finger’s touch, when passing the fragile paper 
from one hand to another? 

Yet what was there in that meeting? To 
Mary, what was it? To the impassioned 
Harold, what had it betrayed? A dream! a 
troubled, happy, dancing dream, that could 
stay not; he thought upon it, and his brain 
reeled! strove to forget it; called it “ misery;” 
alas! it swam in tormenting joyousness. Mary 
stood before him to realize the vision: life was 
extant, hope called it onward,—what will not 
hope attempt? — what not perfect in our 
imaginations? mocking us in the effort to 
attain. How many separated chains unite, 
and summon from the depth of its despair, the 
warm heart blighted,—the mind, till hope re¬ 
call it, nervelessly undone ? 

Harold Dentnoris acknowledged himsell’ ille-^ 
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gitimate only for want of proof to substantiate 
his rights. This world’s laws had erroneously 
established the sad verdict. The son sus¬ 
pected not the honour of his parents; the fallen 
heir loved, revered, believed in them; in their 
graves, and amidst the clamour of distracting 
legalities, hope lent him aid, brightening, like 
the light from a far-off star, the fulfilment of 
his questionable destiny. 

To Miss Clairlowe the knowledge of the 
irremediable impediment to any dearer view, 
than the simple indulgence of her love for him, 
rather augmented her devotedness, affording 
an additional incentive to respect the affection 
which her soul cherished. Whenever an in¬ 
distinct idea of seeing its idol continually, and 
of sharing his cares, obtruded itself, her heart 
recoiled. The old-fashioned prejudices of 
“ family’ dispelled the wish of becoming, one 
day or other, the wife of Harold Dentnoris. 
“ No,” reasoned the fascinating devotee, “ he 
can only be to me as a bii’d worshipped in dis- 
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4 

taiit lands; I will keep ray blithe secrets in 
my heart, and live on, loving, though apart. 

‘‘ Ob, Mary, I feared my promised leaf had 
been forgotten!” exclaimed Gertrude Grey, as 
the door admitted her happy-looking cousin. 

‘‘No! oh, no! Here it is, as fresh and 
beautiful as I would have you to be, Gertry,^^ 
she replied, kissing the invalid^s forehead. 
“ Maiiij ail revoh\ When breakfast is over, 
I will return.’* 
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CHAPTER X. 


No! the sick soul that wounded flics 
From all its earthly thoughts held dear, 

Will more some gleam of memory prize. 

That draws the long-lost treasure near; 

And warmly presses to its breast 
The very thought that mars its rest. 

Who with the weight of years would wish to bend. 
When youth itself survives young love and joy ? 

CiiiLDE Harold. 


x- * * bastard’s lot! 

Strong as Necessity he starts away, 

Climbs against wrong, and brightens into day. 


Lady Wilverion and her nephew were pac¬ 
ing to and fro in the wide old hall, waiting 
the appearance of George and his sister, who 
were to accompany them for a ride on that 
clear frosty morning. 
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“ How much paler Miss Grey has become 
since her departiu’e from Venice! I was 
distressed to see so melanoholy a change.” 

Poor girl!” sighed Aunt Marianne; ‘‘I 
fear hers is a sad story, and tlie pallor is but 
the result of her unhappy attachment.” 

“ Are YOU aware of the circumstances con- 
nected with it?” asked Harold. 

‘‘Not entirely. Mrs. Clairlowe explained 
something of the affair to me, finding that her 
good old husband had referred to it the other 
morning. 1 am afraid Sir Brook has played 
a wretched game in that quarter. Miss Clair¬ 
lowe never hears him mentioned without a 
frown, and, indeed, occasionally an expression 
indicative of contempt. One of these days I 
will tell you, Harold, why I resigned the dear 
old Abbey, and its beloved lanes, and all that 
I so loved around it.” 

“ Did he make Miss Grey an offet ?” 

“ Once it was imagined so; yet he was then 
indisputably Miss Deschamps’ favoured suitor. 
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He certainly made her proposals which Co- 
lonel Clairlowe considered equivalent, but no 
promise of marriage has been acknowledged 
by Miss Grey; her cousin affirms that such a 
thing did pass between them, and in their 
happier days it was a constant theme with the 
two companions. Now, however, Gertrude is 
silent on the subject. It happened that on an 
evening of more than ordinary hilarity, Sir 
Brook's attentions to Miss Deschamps were 
sufficiently singular for Colonel Clairlowe to 
point out their impropriety." 

“ And Sir Brook's reply?" said young Dent- 
noris, hastily. 

‘‘ That he never entertained more serious 
intentions towards one cousin than the other. 
At one time, he said, he fancied Miss Grey re¬ 
quited his preference; but since she had given 
him cruse to feel her total indifference, he had 
not pressed the point, and only lived on in 
hope of her returning a latent feeling which 
no after years of unkindness or neglect should 
eradicate* 
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“ The Colonel, of course, pursued*the matter 

no farther, ant the blame, if any blame there 

were, was attributed to the niece. Sir Brook’s 

visits were less frequent, till at length he 

quitted Venice altogether. 

$ 

“ Some few days after his departure, Miss 
Deschamps’ injudicious love of * plain truth,’ 
as she termed it, induced her to send poor 
Gertrude the whole of Mr. Emmersly s letters 
to herself, in one of which he ridiculed the no* 
tion of Colonel Clairlowe’s anxiety to relieve 
his purse of so expensive an appendage as a 
beautiful niece; concluding the sarcasm by a 
wish that his clever and most dear Ida should 
peiTectly understand that, ever as it had been 
her custom not to withhold her sportive fancies 
when writing to him, so candid also would he 
be in chronicling for her every creation of his 
enslaved thoughts. 

‘‘ The inconsiderately selfish woman followed 
up her letter by a visit to Miss Grey, during 
which a passionate discussion took place. They 
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were alone, and, excited by Ida’s comments, 

Gertrude broke a small blood-vessel. Alarmed 

• 

at the sight of blood, Miss Dcschamps called 
for assistance. Gertrude was only suflBkiiently 
alive to desire Mary to read the letter. 

“ Poor girl, she had no other way to rid 
herself of a visitor, whose only endeavour had 
been to sever the very lifc-stidngs of her heart. 
Mrs. Clairlowe had vainly sought to win Ger¬ 
trude from her memories; it was, indeed, as 
lately proved, a fruitless undertaking. When 
Miss Grey recovered, the favoured vi?Eim of 
Sir Brook was far removed from their neigh* 
bourhood. 

4 

“Have you known more than this?* in¬ 
quired Lady Wilverton, startled to perceive 
the contemptuous curl of her nephew*s lip. 

‘‘ Not half so much, thank Heaven!” replied 
Harold. “ You have, indeed, surprised me. 
Are you perfectly assured that Miss Grey gave 
no cause for him to believe her indifferent and 
cold? Perchance the atrocious rumours of his 
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perfidy were exaggerated by that relentless 
Ida Deschamps.” 

t 

“ They unfortunately bear no question. Mrs. 
Clairlowc seemed desirous that I should know 
nothing more than the outline of Gertrude’s 
sufierings; but, as the kind old lady proceeded, 
she found it difl&cult to observe the medium 
course—her feelings bore too earnest an inte¬ 
rest in her niece to permit any disguise of her 
real sentiments. I perceived her motive for a 
partial concealment; she wished to avoid as 
much as possible the wounds inflicted on my 
poor self, little supposing that I had also borne 
with-his ingratitude. It appears that he com- 
municated many reasons to show the Clair- 
lowes that y^u were the accepted lover of Miss 
Dcschamps. I need not tell you that all re¬ 
fused to believe the assertion.” 

“ I thank you, dearest Aunt Marianne; 
you will have a novel source of astonishment, 
when I describe the pitying larewell I took of 
Sir Brook Emmersly. We met at Clarens, on 
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my return to England, where, far from sup¬ 
porting the character of a gay Lothario, he 
called at the auberge, just as the caliche was 
starting, entreating me to grant him a private 
interview, if but the hundredth part of a mi¬ 
nute. 

“ Sir Brook then informed me of his father’s 
death; interrupting my congratulations on his 
accession to the baronetcy, by the question, 
‘ Shall you resume your acquaintance with the 
Clairlowes in England?’ I replied, that I fan¬ 
cied you were old friends, but for twelve years 
Colonel Clairlowe had resigned Marchmont to 
an invalid brother; that brother, however, had 
quitted England altogether, consequently I 
thought it very probable you wojdd sec the 
family frequently, although no correspondence 
had assisted to maintain the friendliness of 
former years. 

“ ‘ You have been very explicit, Dentnoris, 
and I thank you,’ was Sir Brook’s remark; 
‘ beware of Gertrude Grey! I have been very 
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shamefully treated by her, and my heart is 
breaking. I have no joy in England now. Is 
it true that you marry a widow, and speedily?* 
‘ I am not one in the secret, Emmersly, at all 
events.* ‘ Ah, well, then, I suppose the report 
is not true. I suppose not !* ‘ But, my dear 

fellow, we came here on your business, not on 
mine.* ‘ On mine! Came you here on my 
business? alas! I have none in life!* 

“ The pain of a reply was spared me. lie 
waved his hand, mounted his horse, and thus 
we parted. Heavens, if I had rightly under¬ 
stood the doubles of his villanous game --** 

“ Stay,** exclaimed Lady Wilverton, “ it is 
not your affair; I only conceive, from perhaps 
unsubstantial fears, that Miss Grey feels most 
deeply—that her heart is breaking, rather than 
there is one atom of feeling in that perfidious 
man. And, Harold,** continued Aunt Mari¬ 
anne, think well, before you venture to repose 
one thought on marriage. You are still very 
young; do not give one single chance to Cupid 
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till ,we hail the thirtieth anniversary of your 
birth.” 

“ Quite a new creed for so youthful a bride 
as Lady Wilverton,” rejoined Dentnoris; “ but 
I have puzzled myself wonderfully to find rea- 
•sons to account for your indiflereiice to my 
engagements.” 

Very well, since you offer the key, I will 
reconnoitre the castle; for, that you liave built 
one in your mind, I am pretty certainly as¬ 
sured. May I put one question?” 

“A thousand, dearest aunt; and I as ho¬ 
nestly will confess myself to my ‘confessor elect,' 
provided that staid old dame, Philosophy, be 
banished from our conversation.” 

“ Tell me, then, gre you not loving Mary 
Clairlowe? and can you not perceive how dan¬ 
gerous is the path you tread? Wait, dear 
Harold, until your right to seek and win her 
is established.” 

“ That period is as far removed as heaven 
from earth; yet hear me, Aunt Marianne,” said 
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Dentnoris, solemnly. Though my life be 
doomed to wear away unblessed, or had I the 
torturing apprehension that to-morrow’s sun 
would shine upon Miss Clairlowe as the bride 
of another, I would still drag on my way, dark¬ 
ened, perchance, by the power of an unswerv¬ 
ing faith—in an utter, firm, a never-qnding 
love. The inheritance hath passed from me. 
The blot is on my escutcheon. My only buck¬ 
ler, then, remains in the affections of my liome. 
I can live, die, and be buried, and the bleak 
record of illegitimacy be forgotten. Oh, my 
father!” 

“ Ungrateful Harold!” replied the soft voice 
of his aunt. 

Say not so; gratitudi is the only feeling 
I may now possess unlinked to formal law and 
themes conventional. Say not I am ungrate¬ 
ful. Do I look elsewhere for joy? have I not 
unlocked the vital feelings of my existence? 
have I not hushed the tempest of my passion, 
and conquered even the hope to be beloved?” 
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Oh, Harold, would that my poor words 
could tell you all I long to say.” 

“ Say on, say on! I will he patient^ for I 
know your goodness, my friendly monitress.” 

Then, Harold, you struggle with false rea¬ 
sonings ; you have not yet subdued the hope 
you allude to; you must not rate your theories 
too highly—you must not. It was an un¬ 
guarded expression, that implied distrust of 
you; we would not readily detract, even in 
thought, from the love we bear you. 

“ Adieu!” faltered Lady Wilverton, as she 
quitted the saloon, half repentant for having 
touched chords which she trembled to believe 
were bound up in the life of her nephew; and 
her anxiety was increased by the dread lest his 
too obvious love for Miss Clairlowe should re¬ 
ceive a check from her proud though kind old 
father, added to the conviction that no alliance 
with a blighted name would be accepted by 
him or Mi’s. Clairlowe. 

# 

Mary Clairlowe had just seated herself by 
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her cousin, fraught with the secrets of that 
morning^s post, when Sarah’s light step was 
heard the door gently opened, and the chil¬ 
dren were by the couch of their favourite, Miss 
Grey, offering their morning salutations. 

Dear children!” slowly observed the inva¬ 
lid, as the door closed upon their departure. 
“ They are very happy, nevertheless I cannot 
envy them, for though there be sorrow and 
agony, still the pleasurable first cause of my 
sad grief remaineth in memory till this life’s 
end.” 

I have seldom passed a week so replete 
with adventure as this last has been, Gertry,” 
said her cousin, unheeding the foregoing re¬ 
mark ; ‘‘and to conclude systematically with my 
episodes, I will tell you that Mr. Dentnoris 
leaves us to-morrow, on a riding excursion to 
Norton Valence.” 

“ Eeally! what is his mission?—it must be 
something important! Norton Valence is in 
-shire! Does he travel alone?” 
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not alone, Mr. Harold accompanies 
him, and they are ta be absent for five 
days.” 

* And my cousin Mary looks happy at such 
a prospect!” 

‘‘ Ah, now you appear interested, idle 
Gertry! I will tell you that a letter arrived 
by post this day, enclosing a note from the 

Bishop of-, and begging Mr. Dentnoris to 

take a peep at the church property in the 
aforesaid village, imagining it will suit the 
taste of his friend, Beverley Dentnoris, far 
better than his present location in this noisy 
town. The dear kind Rector wished to post¬ 
pone the journey, but papa and mamma im¬ 
mediately commenced a chorus of negatives, 
whereupon the fine eyes of Uncle Beverley 
opened as v/ide as the moon at her full, and 
looked gladsomely forward to the morrow’s 
proposed departure. 

‘‘ One auspicious event will be gained by 
the journey—feeling quite certain, from the 
VOL. I. I 
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Bishop’s description, that the change will be 
approved,—wliicli is. tliat our next visit to 
these dear people will be made to tlieir country 
dwelling;—I have an insurmountable anti¬ 
pathy to market cities.” 

“ The first part of your history is delightful, 
inasmuch as it pleases the Kector,—what next 
am I to hear?” asked Gertrude. 

“ Thus much, — Lady Wilverton has re¬ 
ceived charming accounts from Loder Castle, 
accompanied by an invitation to meet us for 
the Easter week, all of which she begged me to 
read for your especial advantage, if you can 
keep the secret of the enclosures; my parole 
was accepted for my cousin’s integrity, and 1 
bore away the prize in triumph/’ 

“ Pray read them,” said the musing Ger¬ 
trude; “ will Charlotte’s maryiage take place 
during our stay at the Grange?” 

Not one word was spoken the other day 
about it, so I imagine it may be again deferred. 
I shall be glad to be at the Grange for a week; 
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yet willingly would dispense with Charlotte’s 
society.” 

Why, Mary ?” 

“ I cannot say why, — I have the same 
aversion to the idea of Mr. Percy’s presence at 
Lodcr Castle.” 

“ You have never seen him, have you?” 

“No! hut I fancy my odd anticipations 
arise from the knowledge that he is bent on 
paying such unprecedented honours to his 
mother’s friends,” 

“Ah, Mary! shall I explain your appre¬ 
hensions ?” 

“ No, Gertry,” retorted Mary, in a vexed 
tone. “ No! you are not serious, and I am.” 

“lam perfectly serious; at least, in being 
certain that Mr. Percy intends to rival-” 

“ Nay, Gertry, I have no lover; he will be 
alone in the field,” said Mary, recovering her 
good humour, which rarely vanished even for 
an instant from her sweet face. 

“ You cannot feign, my dear cousin; have 

i2 
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you not seen Mr. Harold prefer a look from 
you to all our many enchantments in beloved 
Venice?’* 

‘‘ Well, well, he has much to sadden him; 
one should not muse upon any whim of 
his.” 

“ But your cheek, Mary, belies your colder 
accents. Do not be cold to him, Mary, he is 
so gentle and so good,—so silent, and so sor¬ 
rowful sometimes,—I would but rejoice in my 
prophecy that at some not distant period you 
will feel more sensible of the kind sighs he 
often suppresses; he speaks so murmuringly of 
you whenever I sit near him—oh, he has almost 
whispered love thoughts to you, Mary!” 

‘‘ Never, Gertrude!” exclaimed the proud 
girl. “ I shall never love; and, as for Mr. 
Harold ^Dentnoris, we^ neither of us acknow¬ 
ledge the little god’s authority.” 

The trembling, scarce articulated sentence 

ended, Gertrude Grey sighed; she could not 

• ( 

comprehend emotion inconsistent with the ex- 
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pressions of this last avowal; her thoughts 
were deep and still, yet never once concealed, 
did circumstances not *seem to oppose their 
revealment; and why could Mary wish to 
hide a single expectation from one, who, 
though not sister in name, was even more 
than sister in attachment? 

Breathing one other long, low sigh, she 
observed:— 

“ Poor Harold and I, for the sake of our pa¬ 
rents’ sorrows, ought to avoid cheerful society.’’ 

“ Gertrude! nay, do not speak thus: let me 
continue this morning’s intelligence—if you 
promise to reward my story by merrier res¬ 
ponses than ‘ Ah me’s!’ and clasped hands. My 
brother loves you, Gertry, and since you ofler 
me a lover, permit me to return the compli¬ 
ment, and tell you how poor Lodwick yearns 
to see you—after all his care last night. He 
is. eligible!” 

“ Mary, your dear brother I love aflec- 
tionately—as you can love him, so do L” 
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“ He would have a wanner tbought—poor 
Lody!” 

O 

“ I do not understand you, dearest: the 
love of years—can it be cast aside in a few 
fleeting days? No, Mary, the love of the 
passionate heart is dead!'•dead! I could bear 
* liis * presence now, and sit undisturbed by 
joy or sadness. Think of Brook Emmersly, 
as when we knew him with Harold at — 

“ Ah, Gertry, he has run a maddening 
course since then T' 

“ Do not denounce him, I beseech you; he 
has offended past redemption,—I love him 
no more,—for do I not admit his unworthi¬ 
ness? Yet, Mary, ‘ a time’ did come to pass 
by more rapidly than one’s memories decay. I 
must still treasure that sunny retrospect, and 
only pray you not to frown when you recall 
the Jifilliant, fascinating Brook, nor connect 
his assumed devotion with the treachery of the 
Baronet* In my heaiij they are distinctly two. 
I loved the one*—I desp—No, I cannot 
utter it.” 
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Miss Clairlowe listened, anxious to catch 
one word which might lead to a new topic, 
for the self-loosening of the strained mind, 
when the many sounds of woe Avould gra¬ 
dually stay their harsh vibrations, and the re¬ 
petition of lier wrecked happiness be drowned 
in the low moaning of fatigue. Thus it 
happened, and Gertrude again calmly reverted 
to the letters Mary had brought for her 
amusement. 

. llcjoiccd at her cousin’s tranquillity, Miss 
^airlowe proceeded to communicate the coii- 
f^ts of manuscripts painfully embiU'rassing 
to herself. 

“ Then here beginiieth number one,” said 
she, giving one kind look to the languid suf¬ 
ferer ;r- 


“ My DEAR Lady Wilverton, 

“ They tell me I may venture to ask 
a favour from you, and as the encouragement 
to do so emanates with our mutual friends at 
Marclimont, I am emboldened to write to you 
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on the subject.. This, then, is our request, 
that you and Mr. Dentnoris give us tlie plea- 
. sure of your company during tlie visit. Lord 
Delvor’s bewitching little friends will, we trust, 
accompany you. I have lately been intro¬ 
duced to your nephew, Mr. Harold Dentnoris, 
nor can any feeble expression of mine describe 
half the admiration his manner and appear-, 
ance elicited. I hope you can pardon me if I 
make an allusion to his family matters; I feel 
^*that any other motive but the desii*e to serve 
him, could not sanction my interference; so, 
dear Lady Wilverton, hear me to the end. 

“ Both Lord Loder and myself are ac¬ 
quainted with the question concerning the 
Dentnoris inheritance; and I assure you it 
appears^ to us a very impossible event that the 
high spirited Mrs. Wilson should hav^ rendered 
herself liable to the terrible.scandal from hei* 
premature marriage with Lord Dentnoris, and 
"'Wholly unlike her to have forgotten any ob- 

4 

; servance which could in the most remote degree 
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tend to compromise the respectability of the 
title slic accepted. Can you excuse me, then, 
for enclosing you a few notes I found among 
the manuscripts of my sister? I had a slight 
recollection of a schoolfellow of hers, who, with 
herself, was much attracted by a young lord, 
George Dentnoris; the name struck me as 
. being the same, and as my poor sister’s sud¬ 
den death left me in possession of chests 

full of correspondence, I yesterday sought 

* * 

lor any reference that might probably be 
gleaned from some very old girlish-looking 
writing, I enclose all yet discovered, and if 
in any way the information relating to Sarah 
Baiudiigton’s school-days and marriage with 
Major'Wilson can disencumber your mind of 
ohe small doubt concerning the destiny of your 
much admired nephew, the impertinence of a 
blunt old English woman will have answered 
a worthy purpose, and entitled her to hope 
you will receive us into the circle of your af¬ 
fectionate friends. “ Bella Loder.” 
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“ The enclosures now follow,” said Miss 
Clairlowe, smiling, “ from Sarah Barrington to 
sister Anne:’’— 

“ My Dear Anne, 

“ One of the masters betrayed me 
yesterday; I pretended to a sprained ankle, 
and was excused the dancing lesson, and al¬ 
lowed to sit in the green-house, when, as it 
always happens, Wentworth Wilson looked 
over the wall, on horseback; down fell my work, 
and I ran to speak to him. Mr. Collart was 
at that precise moment stepping into his gig. 
I felt plagued;—my old beau took his leave, 
while I returned to tlie studio. About an hour 
after this, Madame Tremaine gave me*a lec¬ 
ture on ‘ Truth,’ and delivered me over to the 
purgatory of that never-to-be-improved penalty 
at this horrid place (Coventry). Alas, my 
delectable conversation is lost to the girls for 
a week! Good bye. The Major forgot to speak 
one word of George D. 


“ Sarah Barrington.” 
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“ Dear Anne, 

“ Fancy what all this nonsensical ‘ fun ’ has 
ended in. You know I have but two thousand 
pounds on this side of the world; and mamma 
declares, in spite of my protestations to the 
contrary, that I am ignorant, and pretty con¬ 
siderably fine,—two things wholly incompa* 
tible with agreeablencss; therefore, deeming it 
likely I shall make no more eligible conquest, 
she desires me to marry Major Wilson, who 
proposed yesterday. No, I was not expelled, 
but simply • cantered home, and, once there, 
persuaded papa to let me remain; he was so 
pleased with my horsemanship, he forgave my 
tfuahtcy. Ah, yes! would that he could avert 
this marriage, and as readily forgive my pre* 
dilection elsewhere. Have you heapd nothing ? 
Does G. D. not return this year ? I shall not 
be one of those alive to welcome him, 

“ s. 

“ Dear Anne, 

“ I was happy as 1 looked on your bridal 
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veil, for very little of anything else could I 
see. If any one should ask questions about the 
bride’s dress, I will answer thus—a brilliant 
blonde veil, a wreath of orange blossoms buried 
in their dark green leaves, myriads of spark¬ 
ling somethings—fire-flies for aught I know— 
and a slight shadowy tall pale figure beneath 
or in the midst. 

Yes, you are a wife, a happy wife, Anne. 
Come and see my fetters riveted — fetters 
a'oald you call them? Friday is fixed for the 
execution and interment of my best thoughts 
•—their ghosts will he unchainable; and were 
I a pagan. Major Wilson’s wealth would suffer 
somewhat of spoliation, to lay the goblins, or 
satisfy their desire to scare away the minor 
senses, whfch arc all that is left of your 

“ S. B. 

“ P. S.wpWhy fix on so early a day for the 
marriage? 1 met G. D.’s moUier; she scowled 
upon me. In defiance, 1 ask^ how Lord Dent- 
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noris was, and when he would return. The 
woman! she looked unutterable things, cer¬ 
tainly not fond ones—told me he was wedded 
to the Continent, where she soon should join 
him. That is the tale, thought L I am 
wedded, too! Came home and fixed the day! 
My little sister will be my bridemaid. I must 
have the ceremony complete in every observ¬ 
ance. She, too, is not yet old enough to i>er- 
jiirc herself, by swearing she witnessed the 
union of two souls in holy wedlock. 

‘‘ Your disappointed ambitionist, 

‘‘ 8 . 

“ Dear Anne, 

“ I have been a wife for three montlis, and 
am about to become a widow; I wish you could 
be near me now. Major Wilson has been good¬ 
ness itself to me; my waywardness his gentle 
fondness has almost cured; but he is very ill 
—his old complaint—and I, the wild and wilful 
Sarah Barrington, have scarcely slept for three 
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nights, not because I wished to be awake, but 
in real anxiety for my indulgent husband; he 
is a fit member for a better world. 

“ Write io me for mercy’s sake; he wakes. 

“ Your affectionate 

“ S. B.” 

“ Well, Gertrude, what do you think of these 
documents ?” 

“ Think, Mary—that your friends arc truly 
born!” 

** Truly born! yes, but legitimately chris¬ 
tened as well?” 

A long conversation ensued. The mirtliful 
spirits of Mary Clairlowe roused the drooping 
orphan; and again all was harmony in the 
home of Beverley Uentnoris. 
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CHAPTER XL 


Can parting be ‘ sweet sorrow* 

When she l)cars on her sable wings 
Tlic dream of a dark to-morrow, 

Where hope no rudiaiiec flings ! 

With her pilgrim weeds invested, 

And the scrip and staff in hand; 

With her mandate high attested, 

To break the social band !’* 

** Admire, exult, despise, laugh, weep,—for here 
There is such matter lor all feeling.” 

Childe Harold. 

The sun rose pale and watery on that bleak 
December morning, the snow fast melting from 
the treec, and all nature bore a humid and 
comfortless aspect of desolation. 

Harold was not of a morbid temperament, 
yet the mournfulness of exterior objects imper- 
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ccptibly blent itself with his lirst thoughts 
of the morning, for will not even the strongest 
mind look timidly up to the foreboding skies. 

The handsome church on this occasion 
gleamed like a listless maiden in the sultry 
heat of a summer’s twilight; and, though all 
else looked sad and drear, the light of day 
smiled merrily ’mid earth’s pervading misti¬ 
ness. 

The travellers rode on in silence,' busy in 
the communion of their own hearts, till the 
good Kector felt disposed to rally Harold on 
his moody humour. 

“You seem already to regret leaving our 
merry party behind; however, iji five days 
more we shall, please God, bo at home again; 
and your expatriation, Harold, will but en¬ 
hance pleasures, for awhile relinquished.” 

“ Five days, sir !” 

The nephew ceased; he had been ruminat¬ 
ing on the happy yesterday; and knew that 
long ere their return the Clairlowes would be 
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far away—^not very distant, but beyond his 
reach. He hod dcclined.the invitation to the 
Grange; he had refused an introduction to 
Loder Castle. 

Percy Loder was known to liiin; they were 
at Oxford together. Mary Clairlowe, every 
one felt, was the wife selected by Lady Loder 
for her only son and sole heir. Harold 
thought on this—he, the ineligible, dared not 
follow in her footsteps. 

lie wished most heartily, but how vainly, 
that some word might escape Lady Wilverton, 
to convince the dear girl, the arbitress of his 
love, that he had not quitted the spot over 
which her presence shone, a willing exile— 
and then undid the wish, and prayed for 
strength to endure the untold conflict of his 
mind. 

- Fortunately Miss Clairlowe was unacquainted 
withHhe fact of his having excused himself 
from the wedding party, for such it was at 
length declaimed to be. She hoped to meet him 
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there, and the anticipation enabled lier to bid 
him ‘ good-bye* without that comfortless im- 
certainty which, even in parting for one short 
hour with those we love, creeps over us; and 
none awarded her half the credit she gave her¬ 
self for playing a Eoinan*s part. 

“ I have been waiting very patiently, Harold, 
to hear the conclusion of your sentence 5 is it 
ready?’* asked the Rector. 

“ I beg ten thousand pardons! I was abashed 
at my luckless beginning. I will frame some¬ 
thing suited to misfortune’s selected victim, 
and delight you in another moment.** 

“Harold, I wish I could hear you speak 
more resignedly, and bow with greater forti¬ 
tude to .the will of God!” 

“ Think, dear sir, I cannot marry! I am 
debarred the^best possessions of man—a wife 
and chiMren T* 

“How so, my dear boy? and even were it 
so—which, remember, I cannot admit—why 
do we all strive with Him—why imagine our- 
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selves entitled to the choicest blessings of 
created nature? Have we served our God 
with such disinterested heart-yearning zeal, 
that we are honestly able to look for higher 
comforts than those allotted us? dare we 1 * 61)1110 
at finding ourselves minus any especial in¬ 
stance of His providence, which our blind 
necessity for loving may desire? Can wo look 
upon our works and say, He hath curtailed my 
reward—he hath unfairly limited the recom- 
pence to Ills creature! I deserve more. For 
what? I have a Master who made me, and 
all surrounding me—what is the duty of a 
labourer in that Master^s vineyard ? to resent 
the wages he is allowed, because forsooth the 
carrying them home and counting may be a 
toil to him? 

Many of the labourers travail more than 
myself; their recompence is apparently less; 
then why do they struggle on through hard¬ 
ship and suffering? why are so many trials set 
before them? why are they forced to halt in 
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their path ? it is for this, my dear Hai’old:— 

Some liearts are stubborn, and their failings, 

1 

like the diamond’s excrescence, must be worn 
away by trouble^ by perpetual care, continual 
subjugation. 

“ Many a hardened sinner, Harold, has been 
in the bonds of ‘ Herbert,’ tossed to-tlic bosom 
of the Lord, by the uses of adversity, when 
wealth and fame had failed to raise one recol¬ 
lection of ‘ a living soul’ within him. 

“ It behoves us then, my boy, in place o! 
repining and discontent, to inquire of ourselves 
in due humility, wherefore hath my God afflicted 
me? and reverse the catechism of the unbe¬ 
liever. Let us ask why does the Lord love me? 
why divert my thoughts, my devotion from 
this non-eternal world, and point my hopes 
heavenward-«-that once fastened to the thread 
of life, every wish during this earthly pil¬ 
grimage shall, without difficulty or obstruc¬ 
tion, pursue the labyrinth hchath ma^dc plain; 
preparing its purifying channel as the passage 
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through which the everlasting soul sliall pass, 
to meet his angels—to see himself !’* 

Dear sir, dear uncle, I yield; and the 
brightening sun bursts upon my contrite 
thoughts with prophetic intelligence/* 

Two days elapsed, when Mr. Dentnoris and 
his companion entered the neat village of 
Norton Valence. 

A gentlemanly-looking man occupied the 
side-table of * the Travellers* Inn,* while around 
him on the floor lay various rolls of parchment. 
To this individual the Rector applied for in¬ 
formation connected with the town and neigli- 
bourhood, &c. 

I know very little of either,** replied the 
stranger, politely, “ further than concenis the 
church property; these documents, strewed 
about in such disorder, relate to that, as also to 
the transfer of my brother-in-law*s personal ef¬ 
fects, which I am rather hurried to arrange, the 
Bishop being in extraordinary haste to instal 
the new Rector. My sister will leave imrae- 
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diately after the deceased’s remains are con¬ 
signed to the narrow cell prepared for him 
among the tombs of many who, won by his coun¬ 
sels, have preceded him to a better world, rely¬ 
ing on the faith he had taught them. Having 
injured no man wilfully, he needed no forgive¬ 
ness from any of old Adam’s sons, and we trust 
his frailties were few, even in the sight of God; 
he had one harassing disappointment, poor 



interests, that the delirium it caused surprised 
us—about a Mr. Norris, or De Norris, I forget 
which; but here is the paper open—I must put 
it up; however,” said the stranger, looking 
over the table, “ I may as well show it to 
every one I meet. Perchance it may save 
my sister some money; as her husband’s last 
request commanded the contents of the note 
alluded to, (which by all that’s honest I do not 
see), to be advertised until the documents 
should be reclaimed. May I ask you, sir, to 
remove that newspaper one moment. How 
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very singular,” continued the barrister (for 
such the gentleman proved to be); I must 
have dropped it; but I forebore to examine 
the papers at the Rectory, on account of my 
poor sister; still it may have slipped out there. 

“ Here, John,” said he, turning to a liveried 
attendant, ‘‘ bring my horse after me. If, in 
the meantime, kind sirs, you should perceive a 
small half sheet of note-paper, written on botli 
sides and crossed, you will greatly oblige me 
by preserving it. Good afternoon.” 

A quickly despatched luncheon refreshed 
our travellers, who found themselves at four 
o’clock contemplating one of the most exquisite 
landscapes English scenery affords, which, not- 
withstanding earth’s wintry dress, still arrested 
the attention of visitors. Here and there a 
few spots of snow glistened in frosted white¬ 
ness, while in the distant back ground, imper¬ 
fectly obscured by the broad avenue leading 

to the Duke of -’s feudal hall, a clear 

stream rippled on, regardless of the cold reign 
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of Christmas. An almost forest of trees threw 
their wide branches higli into the air, proudly 
mingling their knotfed tendrils far above the 
humble thorns and briers, with the denuded 
boughs of which many a gap was filled—the 
sombre holly seeming the solitary dresse<l 
tenant of the wild woodland. 

A solemn yet exuberant loveliness reigned 
over the chill gloom of the year’s decay. 

The mountain in its distant grandeur 
bounded the view to the westward. 

The road on the park side led through many 
vistas and isolated dells. 

At length the Rectory suddenly opened: Jfr, 
Dentnoris was enraptured with every feature of 
the rich country, and no less gratified by find¬ 
ing the site and appearance of his future resi¬ 
dence in keeping with the picture. 

The garden, extensive and neatly cultivated, 
with a sloping bank leading through tlm eastern 
skirts of the town to a winding of the crystal 
stream, the view thence being still more beau- 
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tlful, and according wonderfully with the tastes 
of the spectators. , 

Magnificent copses hung over the curling 
waters, occasionally touching its deep blue 
shades, and kissing with graceful dignity the 
white foam its current scarcely formed, ere it 
passed into coldness again. 

The setting sun with its silvery rays glanced 
through the frequent interstices of a toy-like 
ravine, leaving the lyihrightened spots in still 
deeper gloom. 

The spire of a church,^ just discernible in the 
low valley, hastened the steps of the two Dent- 
norises. 

‘‘ All as yet, Harold, seems most propi¬ 
tious,” observed his uncle; “ I wish Marianne 
liad made one of our inspecting committee— 
she would really enjoy these wild glories!” 

“ Yes,” answered his less sanguine nephew— 
albeit a secret thouglit whispered—“ Would 
that she had occupied my place; I willingly 
would have resigned in her favour, and ex • 

VOL. I. K 
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changed tliese ‘ wild glories’ for the happy 
scene in which that, sweet laughing girl is 
merry, even now. Kegrets like these must he all 
I offer herstill mused the wanderer. “ Alas!” 

It had been at Lady Wilverton’s suggestion 
that Harold accompanied her brother, her hope 
being to lead him from hourly communion 
with Mary Clairlowe. Both were dear to her, 
and her reason shrank from the probability of 
witnessing their young* days clouded with 
love’s sore embittering grief. 

Colonel Clairlowe had already evinced im- 

I 

patience during their riding parties, and fre¬ 
quently interrupted their playful discussions 
at home. 

His daughter remarked all this, and tried 
to strengthen his confidence, by expressing her 
proper sense of hereditary preferment; little 
suspecting that the tremulous accent of her 
voice and manner manifested the very feeling 
he on no account would encourage, under tlie 
existing circumstances. 
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The old man heard her sweet tones, gazed 
into her fond blue eyes, ajj^d read the contradic¬ 
tion to the arguments so unceasingly adduced. 

“ Come, Harold,’* Cried the Rector, “ awaken 
from your reveries—sec how splendidly ar¬ 
ranged this valley is. My dear boy, what 
occasions your determined taciturnity ? I 
thought you participated in my passion for 
‘ the beautiful.”’ 

‘‘ I am puzzled to comprehend my own im¬ 
pressions, my dear sir; certainly 1 have visited 
this neighbourhood in earlier days, or in my 
dreams have had it revealed to me.” 

“ Is it not more possible that you have met 
a similar view in your travels, Harold ?’’ 

“ No. I feel persuaded that at some time 
or other I have stood upon this ground before.’’ 

“ Nonsense, Harold, unless you have paid it 
a visit lately. Yet your letters never men^ 

tioned-shire as one of the counties you 

explored. Really, my dear boy, you have 
been musing to some purpose. You had num- 

k2 
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bered four years when first you came to Lands- 
worth, and, as far as my knowledge of your 
travels leads me, I think you were never far 
from North Devon,” 

“ Nothing will satisfy me that I have not 
walked here at some momentof my existence.’* 

“ I think it probable you have traversed 
similar wild paths in Switzerland, where one 
meets occasionally the same complexly crowded 
landscapes; yet they possess a greater vast¬ 
ness, and are void too of this climate’s wintry 
aspect. The valley, it is true, brings before 
the mind’s eye an involution of splendid atoms; 
the space it occupies cannot exceed two hun¬ 
dred acres, yet there are hill and water, wood 
and pasture land, jumbled together—and those 
gloomy masses of naked trees beneath the 

rugged slope are beyond anything grandly 
*_ 

solemn. The stories of ghosts and goblins are 
fast gaining aH influence over me. I have 
been endeavouring to imagine one of .Tack the 
Giant-kiUer’s adversaries taking n handfull 
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from tlie original chaos, and throwing it down 
with the sudden and imn^ense power the giant 
should possess. See how singularly the water 
and jagged rocks cling tenaciously to the very 
nooks, wherein that ought not, apparently, to 
have reposed. So singularly beautiful this 
scene is —— 

“ Your imagination, my dear sir, seems 
running a race with my wits. I cannot recal 

one hour of my life with which Norton Va¬ 
lence is associated ; and you, uncle, if you 

wander much farther in your vague fancies, 
will never I’eturn to the haven of common 
realities.” 

“ And certain of that fact, my crude philo¬ 
sopher,” rejoined Mr. Dentporis, jocosely, “ I 
will, while I can, summon more rational per¬ 
ceptions to their sway again.” 

There are few things more entrancing to a 
mind at peace than the quietude of a wooded 
churchyard, where flowers bloom in lonesome 
luxuriance among the sepulchres of the dead. 
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The close mown grass over grave-mounds of 
the peasantiy, buliistradcd enclosures, marble 
slabs, and sculptured urns, proclaiming the 
last tributary devotion of man to man — 
Pride’s dreary beacon, and the long farewell 
monument to earthly greatness. 

On entering the churchyard of Norton Va¬ 
lence, the trodden pathway through almost 
obliterated burial heaps of the long-ago” 
dead, with here and there a straggling tuft of 
winter moss, were the only things typical of 
life remaining, till, turning round the corner of 
an extraordinarily high cenobiph, a grave¬ 
digger was observed, pursuing his cheerless 
toil, while, some few paces apart, a greyheaded 
veteran reclined upon a rustic seat. The 
arrival of the strangers disturbed his reverie, 
and the ancient form hobbled off to a lone¬ 
lier spot. 

“ Good afternoon, friend,” said the Eector, 
addressing the grave-digger. 

Aye, sar! the arternoon be gude enow, 
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sure, but for the matter o* that, we maybc’d 
rayther abiin the gudc vreather, a * we could 
kapc the gude folks amang us. I takes it 
you’re somewhat strange like in this coun¬ 
try?” 

Mr. Dentiioris looked inquiringly at the 
surly labourer, as the old man advanced to¬ 
wards them, gazing intensely on the features 
of tlic disconcerted Harold—then hesitated, 
smiled, and uncovering with one hand his 
hoary pate, raised the other to brush away the 
scanty locks of snow-white hair lingering upon 
his wrinkled forehead, 

I ask your pardon, gemmen, 'tis long 
agone since I set eyes on your lorship; so when 
you come along Jim Sloe, I had no notion as 
’twas ye—an’ why! I thought, in my unknow- 
Icdgcd mind, thought I, if ever I sees ini agin, 
he will ha keppit time bi my auld age—not so 
auld neither; but,” continued the venerable 
speaker, “ 1 thought ye would ha aged a bit, 
and might perhaps boshrine the face of an 
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humble friend and servant to command, if 
your lorship had ganged never so far agin; 
and now, didn’t we meet no more, I’d know 
your voice on entering Heaven, though you^ 
be looking a%bairny as ye do now.” 

‘‘ Indeed,” replied Harold, in return for the 
civil harangue, “ you have mistaken me! I 
am a stranger here I” 

“ A stranger, do ye call yoursel ? Well, 
sure, ’twas but a ’dopted country after all, yet 
it would ha softened my hard road to death, 
could you have keppit the ’membrance of your 
old sarvant.” 

Harold had been several times on the point 
of inteiTUpting the energetic speaker; and 
seeing the big tear gathered in tlie eyes of the 
earnest old man, he replied, kindly, “ I would 
gladly claim your acquaintance, my good 
friend, but I was never in this neighbourhood 
until yesterday.” 

You was never in this neighbourhood until 
yesterday! Never,” ejaculated the reverend 
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inquirer, “Never at Norton Valence! Why, 
who lived in that cottage for a month?” said 
he, pointing to a pretty little retreat on the 
hill beyond; “and when ye left| didn’t your 
own flesh and blude, your own bairn, come to 
we—didn’t ye come up to us arter your solemn 
vows at church, and gie us all a hearty shake 
o’ the hand, and say, ‘ thanks, ray trusty friendsyi 
i like a true breasted lord o’ the land as ye be; 

i 

;; and, in the fourteentli month arter that, didn’t 
ye come there to that there very cot for a 
month? Who was with yc then—when she, 
the bcautifullest lady as ever drew a breath in 
Britain, was in her trouble ?” 

“ Indeed—what can you mean ?—the name! 
1 beseech you, speak it,” said the agitated 
Harold, 

“ And where now is she, then?—in the cold 
tomb, or ye could not a let the sun rise without 
the ’membrance of that cottage coming with 
it. All! I hears the world’s a queer world in 
Indy. It makes un forbide one’s kith an kin.” 

K 3 
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. “ Oh speak, I pray you, more explicitly,^* 
reiterated Harold. 

“ Aye! ye thinks I should be making o* 
thanks first, for ye be ower gude. I gets my 
ten a week from the big lawyer, and hadn’t I, 
I’d be obligated for the poor house j but I gied 
ray five hundred to the bank, and now it keeps 
US all genteel and comely like.” 

What was your friend’s name, my good old 
man?” asked the Rector, wondering at the tone 
of unaffected melancholy with which the pea¬ 
sant alluded to a mysterious “ past.” 

“ Ask un,” rejoined the man, pointing to 
Harold; “ there be rasons for kaping a secret 
sometimes—but, ah me! your eyes be none 
the sicklier*—there’s no mistaking ye.” 

“ Indeed I shall be rejoiced,” said the em¬ 
barrassed young Hentnoris, “ if you can give 
me any clue to your real friend;” afraid of 
entertaining hopes which glanced like meteors 
through his fancy* 

“ The name as is honoured by me, an’ by 
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mine/' said the old peasant, “ is yournand, 
still extending his fingey towards Harold, he 
added, with a sigh, “ Lord Dentnoris, if I 
shouldn’t know ye, who should? Wasn’t 
your boy as lief my own. Didn’t your lor- 
ship call me Father? Often and often’s the 
time ye have a said, ‘ Well, old Father, how 
goes the times to-day?’ And wasn’t your 
child at my Sally’s bosom for many a month? 
and didn’t we teach un to be above a lie! and 
didn’t we get a print o’ praises from his 
blessedest mother’s mouth when she come to 
fetch un away. Ah, yes! the lips as has never 
been likened, parted wi’ a bonniest smile as she 
spoke. ‘Joseph and Sally,’says she, ‘you 
have far exceeded your trust; my boy speaks 
and looks the gentleman. May God bless you!’ 
She sobbed and cried upon my Sally’s neck 
till we thought her heart would break. She 
said as a uncle had kindly undertaken charge 
of her boy, she should accompany your lorship 
to Indy. Ah, yoiu* lorship, did ye miss the 
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smile she i^iled on turning out o* the wicket 
gate—and where is she now ? the black about 
you tells me all.” 

Harold^s breath came thickly, his throat 
filled with unuttered words. 

♦ 

“ Lady Dentnoris has been dead many 
years,” answered the Eector, endeavouring to 
assume a cairn he felt not; “ and Lord Dent¬ 
noris also.” 

Dead, baith dead!” said the old man, 
plaintively. “ Is this, then, my wee bairn?” 
Choked with an earnest sorrow, he turned 
silently to the tall form of the child he had 
nurtured. 

Then I secs ye, Lord Harold, agin—but 
theyVe gone — gone before me to Heaven. 
They were ower youthful to leave the earth so 
soon—but stop a bit, long years be passed 
since thin; sure I would na mind them quite,” 
added the veteran desppndingly; but all they 
as have been long parted forbides the gap 
between. 
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“You know my name, then?’ inquired the 
astonished heir. 

“Your name, Maistcr Harold, or as now 
maun he, your lorship—know^t! wan’t I at 
your christenen, and didn’t Sally take to yc 
like her own?’ 

“ Yet,” rejoined the Kcctor, “ they say your 
friend Harold has no title to the inheritance ?” 

“They say! Who say?” exclaimed the 
peasant, angidly. “ I’ll say urn! Didn’t I go 
hack and forward to find the certificates of 
marriage they thought as they had left in a 
empty desk at Mr. Arthur Dentnoris’ ? IIow- 
somever we couldn’t find um, and they sailed 
without um. I couldn’t see Mr. Arthur, and 
never did.” 

“ Not as you is sartain on,” here interrupted 
the grave-digger; “for mysel, I has no matter 
o’ douht as we both sen un once.” 

“Did you never recover the certificates?” 

< 

asked Mr. Dentnoris. 

“ Never. Never seed the colour o’ the 
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paper agin," continued tlio old man, “ but I 
promised to spake pretty particular to the 
parson here about um—tliem sort o’ things is 
best cared about—and I takes it, I did, too, 
for I was occasional afeared of the old lady, who 
wanted Mi’. Cleorge to marry tlie'Duke’s great 
darter, ’stead of the beautifullest widdy as ever 
saw the sun a setten, aknowen it would return 
agin to light up her blue bonny eyes.” 

“ And where does the parson live to whom 
you allude?’’ 

“ He’s dead! dead as a nit!" answered the 
man; “and his tombstone stands among the 
lordliest o’ the land, and we keeps up the 
willow as is over it.” 

Struck by the extraordinary obstacles aris¬ 
ing on all sides—and appeanng in every way 
to fence off the clear road to his title-~Harold 
meditated for a moment. 

“ This gi'ave is for the last parson, too— 
Parson Danvers; he wished to lie in the lone^ 
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liest spot,” said the grave-digger. ‘‘ I doesn^t 
fancy why, I*m sure.” 

But you're a keepin his lorship standing, 

Jim,” muttered the veteran friend of Lord 

* 

Dentnoris, jealous that another should have 
found the chance of enlightening the visitors 
on even one subject; then turning to the 
visitors, he exclaimed, ray cabin's but a stone 
throw, and it's bitter cold just now.” 

“ We will follow you with pleasure,” cried 
Harold, “ dnd we can talk as we proceed.” 

“ I shouldn't wonder,” continued the old 
man, “ that if they're a disputen about your 
rights, it comes of that same owdacious (gem- 
man he called himself) chap who come staren 
and ranting about the place, may be last 
Michaelmas, I think it was three year. 

“ The first time as I see im was just^^s I 
was a sitten t'other side o' the yard, as may 
be now, and Jim Sloe was a digging, as he does 
at the present, when up comes a gemman wi' 
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a glowerin face, and humped back, so much 
so, as his cloak wouldn^t hide his shame. Jim 
there thought it was Mr. Arthur, but I didn’t; 
I couldn’t fancy anything belonging to his 
lorship could be so ugly-like, howsomever. 

So, ho,’ says he, ‘ who’s you? What’s your 
name, old chap?’ speaking to Jim. 

“ ‘ My name’s Jim Sloe, sexton of the parish 
of Norton Valence,’ says Jim. 

* Well, then, if you are Jim Sloe on other 
days, be Jim Quick now, and show hie through 
the church.’ 

“Jim looked at im, astonish-like, making 
answer, * It’s not everybody as is let in at 
them church doors,'when there’s no minister 
present to tell him what they comes for.’ ” 

A long sigh from Harold, resulting from 
this tedious oratory, vas checked by Mr. 
Dentnoris, who walked silently on, gathering 
from each sentence a testification of his 
nephew’s rights, and evidence against the 
wretch, Mr. Arthur,, whose vile schemes he 
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recognised in every sentence uttered by the 
feeble communicant, whotwent on:— 

“ ‘ Oh, that’s it,’ says the horser, jumping 
off his roan beast, ^ that’s it, is it. I’ll tell 
you what else*too,’ says he, clenching his fist, 
and going alongside Jim. ‘ You dog. I’ll 
sharpen your lazy, tongue, and quicken your 
crazy limbs. I wish to go into that church 
instantly, or I’ll know the reason why. Why, 
I say, are the doors locked when a public 
baptism is to take place, and the people are 
actually waiting in their cottages to go to it?’ 

“ ‘ Sure, I’ll tell ye why,’ answers Jim. ‘ This 
is why, then. One day gone by, somewhere 
last month, I had just got every book in its 
place, when a man got into the vestry, niys- 
terious like, for no one sees him go or come— 
but tke books had been interfered wi’, and 
that was enough. Well,- I speaks to the 
minister ab6tit'it, when he says, ‘Never agin, 
Jim, allow any one to go in without you.’ 
Well, I thought I hadn’t; however, I seed 
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plainly enough/ says Jim, ‘ that I might be 
sharper. I’ll take g. sight o’ care next time. 
So don’t stand glimmerin no longer at me, 
sir, for I’ve gave you’your answer, an’ wish ye 
good morning/ * 

“ ‘ ril tell you a little secret first,’ says the 
strange humped creature. ‘ I want to see 
that chui*ch. "Will yc or will ye not admit 
me?’ 

“ ‘ Try it on,’ says Jim. < I’ll no doubt 
keep your secret, and profit by it, too. So 
out o’ the way, sar, or I’ll stretch your 
length upon this here mound. I sees its no 
holy cause you’re come about, and wouldn’t gi’ 
ye the honour o’ laying in my yard if I didn’t 
put ye upon the narry bed o’ one who wasn’t 
much yer better. I’ve got solemn wisdom 
enough to know Beelzebub from St. Peter any 
day in the week.’ . 

“ Upon this,” continued the veteran, “ old 
humpy looked as white as a turnip, and pretty 
soon give us more room than company. Well, 
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I was at the parson s that night, waiting for 
an answer to my Biffs scrap o' paper, which 
I caiTicd to NeU, his wife, who was maid to 
the minister's sister till my Will married her, 
when I hears high words in the parlour; so 
says 1, holden the prettiest little fingers in my 
hand (here our hero's thoughts reverted to 
those he had so lately touched, and permitted 
this digression of" the poor old man's to pass 
with the usual indication of impatience), I 
heard our minister say, * No, sir,’ I received 
a warning concerning your interference from 
my prcdcc^sor.' ^The door was just then set 
ajar, and I sees 'im scringing at the minister’s 
words, most especial as the curate was also 
present afore him.” 

“And where is the curate now?” asked 
Harold, impatiently. 

“ Gone into foreign parts with a new wife.” 

“ Do you not know where—in what part 
of the habitable" globe he is?” inquired Mr. 
Dentnoris, with great anxiety. 
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“ Not a bit—not a bit; but Mr. Sommers 
is here still. 

“ And what of him?'^ rejoined Harold. 

Of him! Oh! not much, to be sure, un¬ 
less the minister told him about it, which 
isn’t like, I takes it.” 

“ Continue, I entreat you,” said the Rector, 
fearing another break in the old man’s narra¬ 
tive. 

“ Well—^where was I ? oh, I remembers 
me—I was tellen that the dumpty old villain 
made answer about wanten to get a sight of 
some certificates, or registers, or somewhat, 
when our minister^ as though speaking once 
for all, says, looken all the while like any 
lord, and standen on his two legs like a 
bishop, and taking a power of a look into the 
blinky eyes of the gemraan, and frownen on un, 
like the froWn of a angel, says he—‘ I know 
you, in spite of your assumed name and dis¬ 
guises — begone — or, as there is a law in 
Heaven, you shall rue the fearful odds.' Well, 
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after all this theatenin o’ tae minister, and 
Jim Sloe’s caution, ^he,certificates was cut 
o’ every book; and how ’twas done the saints 
above know best—else nothing at all about it 
—for as ’twas, more than mortal skill did it, 
I am pretty certain.” 

“ What became of the gentleman?” asked 
the distressed Hai’old. 

“ I don’t know; he hasn’t been heard of 
since in these parts, tho’ he has a house nine¬ 
teen mile ofif, somewhere. Now, your lor- 
sliip,” said the old peasant, invitingly, here 
are two seats, and I’ve got beer, and a crust 
or two, and a wee bit o’ bacon—but I takes 
it, ’tis a losen ceremony to court your takin 
it.” 

‘‘ We thank you, equally, friend; but having 
lunched at the Travellers’ inn, our hunger has 
been wholly satisfied; but can you not put us 
in the way to arrive at any distinct informa¬ 
tion ?” 

Sure I can, if ye will call to-morrow. 
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Just now I feels my rheumatis come fresh 
again.” 

Having comfortably ensconced old Joseph 
in his chimney corner, beside a blazing fire, 
and tended by his fellow-lodger, our travellers 
retraced their steps to the town, busy in ex¬ 
pressing a thousand doubts and hopes con¬ 
nected with the ^vondcrfully disclosed clue to¬ 
wards the proof of Harold's legitimacy. 

Let us calm our fears, and await the 
coming morrow, with patience and thankful¬ 
ness,” said the Rector, who, a few moments 
after, poured forth the burthen of his soul at 
the footstool of his Lord; giving praise where 
praise .ip|^.due, and in humble adoration con- 
hissing whence every goodness flows. And 
soon the dreams of Harold Dentnoris painted 
pleasant pictures, built him castles and rich 
hope8-*-*araong which, not the least-dear of 
the brightening scene was Mary Clairlowe’s 
coy acceptance, of his love. 
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CHAPTER XIL 


“ oil! nofc for mortal tear 
Doth Nature deviate from her calm career, 

Nor is the Earth less laughii% or less fair, 

Though breaking liearts her gladness may not share,” 

Mrs. Heueaks. 

The return of Mr. Beverley Dentnoris, un¬ 
accompanied by liis nephew, occasioned great 
astonishment to all but Lady Wilverton, who 
maintained a calm indifference on the sub¬ 
ject, perfectly inexplicable to the younger part 
of her late guests, and by Mary considered as 
particularly cold and unamiable; for though 
the family of Colonel Clairlowe had quitted 
the Rectory, few days passed without a meet? 
ing; Miss Clairlowe preferring George's com- 
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panionship in lier rides to that of either Lod- 
wick or Sir William?. Gertrude, too, had en^ 
tered int# a compact to assist her little friend 
Sarah in finishing the white embroidered car¬ 
riage bag, intended as one among the many 
bridal gifts for Miss Herberton. 

“ It is exceedingly odd,” observed Colonel 
Clairlowe to his lady, as they retired to rest 
the night following Mr. Dentnoris’ arrival; 
very odd that Mr. Harold should remain 

behind, in a place where he knows nobody— 

% 

not a soul. Do you know, my dear, I am 
afraid Marianne Wilverton guessed at my 
anxiety about Mary.” 

“ One could not be surprised, I am sure. 
Colonel, that you should be anxious to avoid 
seeing the bar sinister on your daughter’s 
carriage; an<|^Mr. Hatold is not a person to 
be easily forgotten by any girl; I never saw 
so perfect a gentleman, in mind and manner, 
as he is.” 

“ And you know, my dear, I would be the 
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last man in the world to distress him inten¬ 
tionally by any evident mark of disapproba¬ 
tion; yet, if it can be avoided, the better. I 

m 

could not bear the thought of annoying him or 
Mary.” 

“ Yes, yes, we all know that, my dear hus¬ 
band,” replied his wife; ‘‘ he is so very superior 
to most young men now-a-days. Only hear 
this; I was enumerating the expected guests 
for Loder Castle, simply with a view to dis¬ 
cover if he was one, when Marianne Inter¬ 
rupted me by saying, ^ No, not Harold, omit 
his name on your list—he has written to de¬ 
cline; Percy, however, has insisted on his 
spending June with him. To this plan Harold 
has consentedthus, you perceive, we have 
the chance of making the gay Percy drive Mr. 
Dcntnoris out of Mary’s head.” 

‘‘Never!” ejaculated the Colonel, heartily; 
“ Never 1 or she is not my daughter.” 

“ Well, then, could you wish her to accept 
him?” 

VOL. I. L 
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No, my deal’; in the first place Harold^ 
I am persuaded, would never allow a word 
of love to csc|ipe him, though his looks are 
sometimes full of it; and, if he wooed Iier, 
Mary would not accept him without our con¬ 
sent.” 

“ But could you withhold it, her happiness 
at stake?” 

“Withhold it! yes, ’twould be monstrous 
strange if I did not. I tell you, Mary will not 
give us the trial; and, upon ray word, I am 
sorry he has declined meeting us at Loder.” 

“ You are singularly inconsistent for once, 
Colonel Cltirlowe,” replied his wife: “you 
would, and you would, not, have Mary subject 
to a temptation of the sort.” 

“ No, my dear, I would and I would not 
have Mary united to Harold Dentnoris. It’s 
odd, yery odd! Heaven’s decrees often puzzle 
us poor mortals greatly. Here is the perfec¬ 
tion of a man rendered miserable for life; 
at all events, if not miserable, extremely un- 
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settled, from the obstinate indulgence of im¬ 
pulsive passion and overtveening pride in his 
parents. Do not, however, mention this to 
Mary, my poor girl; I see a good deal farther 
than she imagines into the intercourse between 
her heart and reason. She hopes to meet young 
Dentnoris at Loder Castle, else not a bit of it 
would she have shaken hands with him so 
merrily the night before he left. Ah!” con¬ 
tinued the warm-hearted father, “he knew, 
you see, that they would be strangers for a 
longer while than she conceived; that it was 
brought the tear to course his cheek, when 
locked in his grasp was the hand he longed to 
kiss and press to his bosom, yet dared not re¬ 
tain for a second longer than the formality of 
friendship prescribed. Ah, I know what the 
poor fellow felt, well! it’s very odd—God bless 
him.” 

“ Yet that tear, Clairlowe, was not half so 
sad as the calm look *1 have so frequently de- 

b.2 
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tected, when Mary’s averted eyes were uncon¬ 
scious of his observation,” 

“ The tear!” pronounced the Colonel, with 
emphasis; “Jane, there was the tear—poor 
things,” 

“Well, dear husband, let us commit her 
happiness to the All Merciful; he tempers the 
wind to the shorn lamb; he too has produced 
good from evil before now.” 

“ So, so, he bath done all things well—but 
it’s odd, very odd!” 

And the kind old pair were soon fast asleep, 
forgetful of this world’s dull speculations. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 


Oh, how this spring of love rescinblefch 
The uuccrtuin glory of an April tlay; 

Which no>v shows all the beauty of the sun, 

And by-and-bye a cloud takes all away. 

Two Geni'lemen of Verona^ 

He would say untruths; and be ever double, 
Both in his words and meaning; he was never. 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful! 

Kino Henry the Eighth. 


On tho day preceding the intended visit to 
Loder Castle, Mary and Gertrude were alone, 
and their conversation naturally turned upon 
the past and coming events. 

“To-morrow, G^rtry, we leave this dear 
Grange for Loder Castle; George has pro- 



222 GOALS AND GUEKDONS; Ofi, 

mised to be a ver\ regular corrcspoiidcut; we 
should be much happier without Charlotte 
Herbcrton.” 

^‘Perhaps not, Mary; the affianced bride 
may help to divert Mr. Percy^s attentions 
from yourselfj without the chance of being pro¬ 
claimed eligible for the wifeship upon a wcJek’s 
notice.” 

“ How absurd our calculations are; yet one 
cannot avoid recurring to that silly letter. I 
have no doubt tlie victim has been kept in 
blissful ignorance of all expected from him. 
Ah, yes, Charlotte is a lady most decidedly 
desirable for such happy interruption to the 
series of attentions written, bound, and pub¬ 
lished, in octavo, by his anything save ‘ am¬ 
bitious mother;’ Charlotte has made herself 
very agreeable during the past two months, 
Mary.” 

‘‘ For this reason, her handsome lover has 
exerted a strange influence over her wayward¬ 
ness; besides, she admires herself the more 



THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 223 

complacently for having at^uicted a man of 
sucli excellent reputaticAi and importance— 
‘ The observed of all observers;’ well she 
might be gentle and happy under such circuin- 
stances.’^ 

“ You arc cruel to her, Mary.” 

“ Not at all! Every one acknowledges the 
same opinion; even Lord and Lady Ilerberton 
continually expostulate Avith her on her at¬ 
tempts to evince the power she possesses over 
her ^ elected oneher heart has many chan¬ 
nels.” 

“ Fie, Mary! however, here is Mr. Dcnt- 
noris’ carriage!” 

Miss ClairloAvc’s cheek suffused at the sound 
of the charmed name. 

“ Keally!” slie said; “ Alas! how brief our 
visit has appeared.” 

“ You have sadly changed your mind, my 
cousin, concerning this intended week at 
Loder; but I fear there is disappointment in 
it. Is there, Mary, despite thy confused phi- 
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losophy, as you ^yourself temed it an hour 
ago?’’ and while she spoke Gertrude read her 
answer in the deep sigh, and subdued mirth, 
of the sweet girl beside her. 

‘‘ I will follow, Gertrude,” she answered, 
reluctantly viewing the' packages around her, 
telling, as they did, of the morrow’s leave 
taking. She had received the information 
that Mr. Harold Dentnoris would not form 
one of the party at the castle, and clung to 
the spot wherein he would shortly stand, with 
passionate tenacity; the path before her was 
clouded and obscure—the sun her heart had 
lighted was removed—blank, desert, seemed 
the Eden of her thoughts—one hour previously 
even the dismal portmanteaus wore their cou^ 
leur de rose^ and looked happily enough. 
Alas! how their colours and their forms had 
"changed, and to poor Mary's heart seemed 
more like muffled effigies of funereal rites; all 
things had been transformed, for Mary’s heart 
was sad. She longed to communicate the in- 
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telligcnce to her cousin, ye^ the dread of the 
quiet sympathy with w^ich Gertrude would 
assail her, prevented it. 

The luncheon of that short day being over, 
Miss Clairlowe proposed that George should 
accompany her for a ride, and accordingly 
flitted off with her admiring equerry. 

By some mysterious intuition, the young 
gentleman had discovered that to talk of his 
brother, and please his companion, were syno¬ 
nymous in the end; consequently half a mile 
was scarcely traversed when her silence was 
broken in reply to Gcorge^s observation. 

“ Miss Clairlowe, you have 1)een so dull all 
the morning, I could not tell you something I 
wished so much to say. I have the merriest 
letter from Harold that he ever wrote—to me, 
at least—here it is, read it for yourself, if you 
likeand the boy evidently requested no heavy 
task by intreating her to read the well remem* 
bered characters of his brother’s hand. Once, 
and once only, when in Venice, a note of accept- 

L 3 
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auce to an invitation had fallen into Mary 
Clairlowe’s hands, an^ still remained buried in 
the depth of her writing case. 

Why did she fear that other eyes should 
trance the words of that simple document? 

In that now before her there was but a 

ip' 

small share of information; albeit, the affec¬ 
tionate girl saw beauty in each line, and 
wisdom in each sentence—especially in the 
concluding page, which, after all, seemed 
scarcely to possess a meaning to an uninterested 
observer; it ran thus:— 

“ I never permit such large men as your¬ 
self, or Charles Bacon, to give very kind mes¬ 
sages to young ladies; so you need only deliver 

• 

formally my kindest compliments to Miss 
Clairlowe, to Miss Grey of all people^ and re¬ 
collect, my dear boy, never to call your lovely 
friend ‘ Mary** ** 


The heart that thrilled at the perusal of her 
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own name, written by the gloved hand of one 
whose “ fickle liking’^ hy,d made up that day’s 
dream, was warmly beating a response to “ the 
kindest compliments,^* when George, fancying 
his impertinent mention of her to liis brother 
liad caused displeasure, deprecatingly intreated 
her to speak again. 

“ Really, Miss Claiiiowe, you must not be 
oflFended at that last part, where Harold accuses 
me of calling you by your Christian name. I 
only did it because I thought it a good excuse 
to use the name he likes best of all in the 
world; and Aunt Marianne told me to write 
everything that would please and interest him 
in his anxious solitude.’* 

“Anxious solitude, George! Why is he 
anxious?” 

“ I cannot tell; Aunt Marianne would have 
told us if we ought to know more about it. She 
knows how dearly we love Harold.** 

Mary hushed her breath; the words ap¬ 
peared to sound as though they had passed 
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from her own liearj*: to echo in the ambient air; 
a melody of distant music waked in her bo¬ 
som—again a question roused her. 

“ Ah, I can sec plainly you are pretending 
to be angry, but your nice true eyes will not 
tell a story; besides, now you have heard the 
reason, and like me»well enough to like my 
brother, you ought not to be sorry—tliat^s all, 
Miss Clairlowe/' 

Mary’s eyes assuredly would have belied 
her feelings had she felt disposed to quarrel 
with the animated speaker. 

“ And can you forgive me,” continued lier 
companion. “ Shall we talk again, or canter?” 

“ Talk, talk,” answered Mary, rapidly; 
‘‘but ought I not to scold you for such extreme 
forgetfulness of my dignity! Nevertheless, I 
will show you that I am not injured beyond 
remedy, by desiring you henceforth to write 
‘ Mary’ instead of Miss Clairlowe.” 

“ Now, I am really glad, and shall acquaint 
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Harold that I understand ^^hat will please a 
lady almost as well as he can tell nie,’^ ex¬ 
claimed George, playfully. 

“ Tell him, too,^^ added Mary, “ that if we 
had leisure, we would send him a homily, 
addressed to a gay wanderer.” 

Miss Clairlowe had, during the past week, 
been schooling her imagination to receive Mr. 
Harold Dcntnoris into her heart, upon the 
same terms that Lodwick lived thei’c. She had 
drawn her multitude of thoughts to a conclu¬ 
sion, determining to be his warm unchanging 
friend, aware that one insuperable impediment 
existed to the idea of any nearer tie. 

Alas! Mary Clairlowe, such resolutions 
have been framed before—how fruitlessly. 

What a singularly impulsive girl Charlotte 
Herbertoii is,” said Miss Grey, hastening to 
meet her cousin as the equestrians dismounted 
on their return. “ She declines accompany¬ 
ing us to-morrow, as the marriage is to take 
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place to-morrow \ycck. It is hurried on account 
of some domestic Qpnccm relating to Lord 
Delvor’s family.” 

‘‘Indeed! how suddenly determined on, 
after such repeated delays.” 

“ And Mrs. Clairlowe has written to post¬ 
pone our visit to Loder, so that we have only 
to pass the two days at Hatfield, and return 
here.” 

“ How glad I am,” exclaimed George; “ and 
so will Sarah be.” 

The morning of the appointed day rose 
clear and bright, and beautiful, although cold; 
tranquil nature still wore her hard and silvery 
garment of hoar frost, her bleak front had lost 
its chillingness, the bared forest trees had dis¬ 
carded their draperies of snow, the birds sang 
more blithely, the village tenantry donned 
their gala dresses, while plumes of spring 
flowers, which had apparently been forewarned 
to struggle into beauty in the close corners of 
the humble cottages, mingling with the healthy 
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floral gifts of the happy “ Grange gardeners,” 
were ranged into glad tsophies to grace the 
pathway of Lord Delvpr’s bride. 

In the ancient hall of the Ilerbertons were 
assembled many a noble scion of our land— 
beauty, wealth, renown, brave and honourable 
men, women in mute holiness helped to form 
that circle of proud high hearts and ele¬ 
vated greatness. The Conquei’or, England’s 
dearest friend and patriot, moved in that 
sparkling throng, and the brilliant genius of 
Love’s poetess smiled ^upon the lot of the 
beloved one. 

The bridal veil enveloped the rich form of 
Miss Herberton, the diamond aigrette’s blaze 
dazzled upon the brightness of her brow, her 
long black tresses of heavy curls beamed 
glossier in their bright and half-concealed 
magnificence. Her round and tapered fingers, 
ringless, save for one glittering gem, escaped 
their blonde imprisonment to show more dis¬ 
tinctly how very beautiful they were* 
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Tlic maitlen sp^ke her vows, and the proud 
old lord placed the Jiand of his only child in 
the burning clasp of her betrothed". The signal 
link united them! Chai*lotte Delvor blushed, 
kneeled, and rose again, a bride. The last 
sigh was breathed upon her father’s name, and 
the merry bells pealed forth as the splendid 
cortege left the portal of the venerable pile. 

Once more at home, Lady Herberton stole 

to her daughter, kissed the varying cheek, and 

led her darling from friends who pressed too 

eagerly around. Man’s ceremony of avowal, the 

church’s rite, was over, the heavy door sAvung 

back upon its ponderous hinges, for the mother 

liad relinquished that golden-linked hand, 

and, sobbing in jealous fondness, had bidden 

her child adieu, and taking the Duke’s offered 

arm, passed into the sumptuous banquet hall. 

B|€^sings were uttered, the voice of gaiety went 

» 

forth, yet there were tender Availings on that 
solemn morning. 

Jest and laughter filled the servants* hall—* 
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the foaming tankard was busy in its work of 
happiness, and Lethe couM scarcely have done 
more in levelling hopes and wishes; each tone 
seemed redolent of* joyousness. In the saloon 
the aristocracy of sound was heard, and with 
it well-recounted themes of pleasant memory, 
so gladsome was that throng, that few could 
think a sad heart reigned among them. Yet 
one was wretched, and some were unhappy. 

The nuptial ceremony had commenced before 
Miss Grey suspected the proximity of Sir 
Brook Emmersly. She believed he had not 
arrived in England. None had mentioned 
him, and she dared not inquire; as usual, she 
had returned with her aunt and cousins the 
preceding night, and during the morning 
lingered in her quiet room—even Mary knew 
nothing of his coming; and though Gertrude’s 
heart for ever felt him near, and listened to 
his voice, the visionary presence disturbed her 
not, and she believed it possible she could even 
meet him coldly and tranquilly, till an accent. 
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too quickly recognised, responded the “ Amen.” 

Gertrude ventured not to turn—she knew the 

% 

■9. 

tone ^vas his, and summoned to her aid the 
utmost energy of mind to*meet his scrutiny 
with cold indiflference. The effort proved' 
Successful, and she rose from her kneeling 
posture to receive upon her heart once more 
the look so loved and feared; but she trembled 
not, shrank not from the distressing encounter. 

- -jr 

A* wild resolve enabled her to baffle the intense 
gaze of her persecutor, and Brook Emmersly 
wondered unabashed at tlie dignified reserve, 
over which his smile had no dominion. 

The muttered half derisive response to the 
lioly vow sui’prised Miss Clairlowe equally with 
her cousin, and she turned with fearful appre¬ 
hension, dreading its effect upon the already 
suffering frame—but there was no sign ol 
agitation in Miss Grey^s manner—the uneasy 
timid Gertrude stood erect; even the dark 
eyes looked undisturbed, and her lip quiverec 
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not as she replied, when the yoice of other days 
addressed her. 

in 

“ Miss Grey, I fear you are oppressed by 
the heat of this crowded room,” observed Sir 
Brook, bending to return the kerchief she had 
dropped. 

“ No, I thipk it only too agreeable; yet I 

t 

thank you.” 

Mary was charmed—she had been an anxious 
spectator of the meeting. She had learned, 
too, to understand how much Sir Brook “ hated 
philosophy in women,” as he termed every 
good feeling at variance with his impetuous 
inclinations; and now there was rejoicing in 
her mind, to see him thus proudly humiliated 
by his victim—to see what Gertrude Grey 
could not—his composure ruffled, and the 
boasted sang-froid dispelled! For the first 
time in his “thread of spoils” Brook Em- 
mersly felt himself the entangled 1 

There was nothing astonishing in their 
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meeting him at tl;e Grange—they expected the 
presence of so intimate a friend of the family. 
The only surprise emanated from his unan* 
nounced reappearance, and the absence of the 
Rector’s family. 

According to the order of such assemblies, 
the guests dispersed, while Gertrude, over¬ 
powered by the efforts she had made, shrank 
from the idea of answering the inquiries it was 
but natural her aunt would make concerning 
her hectic cheek and burning brow; yet un¬ 
willing that her movements should indicate a 
wish to avoid one who might perhaps express 
contrition, and return^her sigh for sigh, if not 
disdainfully rejected. 

Gertrude pictured him as the erring prodi- 

t 

gal; and if He.who knew no guile received 
again the wandering son, ought she to shut up 
every pathway to redemption from the sin of 
“ so forsaking her ?” Musing on this returning 
train of fancies, Miss Grey threw herself on 
a couch behind the drapery of the heavy cur- 
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tain, remote from the few \^ho had gathered 
in a circle to discuss the \’arioiis incidents of 
the day, 

A faintness overcame the agitated girl—her 
lips refused their office—she could neither move 
nor speak. Sir Brook was the first to perceive 
her indisposition, and, scrupling but one mo¬ 
ment, walked hastily towards her. Gertrude 
shrieked and fell, when, instantly perceiving 
the mischief he had done. Sir Brook called for 
assistance, and, lifting the fainted form to its 
place of rest, discovered that which made even 
his adamantine feelings quail—Gertrude Grey 
a faded faultless shadow of her former self. 
The heart his treachery had wrecked was a 
few months since buoyant with healthful pulses. 
Brook pitied her, but blamed not the man who 
wrought the destruction. No! Sir Brook 
Emmersly had made it his profession, and 
triumphed in conquest. 

Colonel Clairlowe flew to answer the sum¬ 


mons. 
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' “ Sft Brook!” ^id he, angrily, “ I am afraid 
my little girl may thank your presence for this 
death-like swoon, I cannot request you to 
leave a house as much your privilege to re¬ 
main in as my own, but I will beg of you, as 
a gentleman, to afford me an explanation 
of this matter elsewhere. Nay! touch her 
notj” added the enraged soldier, observing Sir 
Brook advancing to^the sofa; “ touch her not, 
I say, or, by Heaven, I will destroy you 
where you stand.’' 

Miss Clairlowe and several domestics had 
by this time taken charge of the insensible 
Gertrude, 

‘‘ Oh, make some sign of life, dearest Ger- 
try,” said Mary; ^*give me some token that 
you still live. Oh, do not look so dead and 
cold, Gcrtry. Will no warmth come?” Again 
she chafed the hand of her cousin, and kissed 
the mavble forehead. 

The author of so much misery leant against 
the wall, now a-very statue of Despair and heed- 
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less of Colonel Clairlowe’s appeal. He seemed to 

u 

have concentred thought, motion, and feeling, 
into one hard, labouring sigh of miserable so¬ 
licitude; he spoke not, but mutely, as if in 

terror, gazed upon his work. 

« 

The deception succeeded. 

Miss Clairlowe witnessing the assumed agony 
of sorrow, and almost repenting her denounce¬ 
ment of him, implored her father also to relent, 
and respect the tribute of a lover’s grief. 

“lie grieves not!” muttered the Colonel, 
turning to speak to the physician, who that mo¬ 
ment entered the room; then, taking the clay- 
cold palm of his beloved niece within his own, 
whispered rather than spoke, “ Perfidy!” 

Nevertheless, with all their watching and 
their love, Brook Emmcrsly was the quickest 
to discern returning animation. 

“ She breathes ! by the bright sky,” he ex¬ 
claimed, “she breathes !”and, clasping his hands, 
he sank on his knees, ga-zing fondly on the 
opening eyelids of the doomed one, till a faintly 
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articulated “ Brook” invited him to her side; 
then, in stilly passionate tones, he demanded 
pardon for his apparent indilFerence. 

She thought not of the past; that pale 
beautiful girl remembered a dreamy something 
about joy and him; there was no harsh resent¬ 
ment; her dormant senses had not yet re- 
awakened to the memory of slight, sorrow, aiu; 
desertion; he was near, and all the world was 
one glad sun. 

“ Do you forgive me, Gertrude?** asked the 
perjured. 

“ Oh yes! yet why forgive? Where—where 
am I—can I forgive? Mary, are you there?** 
asked a scarcely earthly tone. “ Lift me up; 
are we in heaven? have we left the earth? is 
Brook here? Mamma! and—you here! near 
poor lorn Gertrude once again. No! oh no !** 
screamed the pale victim, sinking again into 
insensibility. 

Colonel Clairlowe’s rage burst forth afresh 
on hearing the delirious wanderings, notwith- 
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standing the mild responses the young Ba- 

}*onct to his repeated maledictions. 

>1 

Gertrude again rallied from her unconscious 
^‘^'. .-iiiings; whereupon the irritated Colonel 
iesolutely determined to vent his resentment 
in full on the obnoxious Sir Brook. 

'' I request you will be good enough to af- 
i(.rd mo every necessary explanation as soon 
as possible, sir,’^ exclaimed the stern soldier, 
walking towards the door. 

‘ ^ accompany you with the greatest plea¬ 
sure, my dear sir;’' and once more the unre¬ 
sisting hand of the invalid was carried to his 
lips; a few whispered words of kindness, a 
graceful acknowledgment of gratitude to Mary, 
and, with that air of elegant ease for which he 
Avas celebrated, the heartless traitor fojowed 
the affectionate but imperious Colonel Clair- 
lowe to the library. 

The result of this conference was never as¬ 
certained; the old soldier looked unsatisfied, 

# / 

VOL. I. M 
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yet consoled; and Gertrude, with her heart 
re-lighted into love for the destroyer, snatched 
from the lacquey a sealed note, out of which 
hope had already read a thousand prayers'for 
pardon—a thousand thoughts more exquisite 
for their long silence. 

She read the words of that brief missive, 
shuddered, and strewed its fragments on the 
ground. No faintness overcame her—affection 

had again resigned its empire—Gertrude’s 

« 

heart’s last chord had broken. ‘‘ Suffice it, that 
I can tell you no more, dear Mary, but that 
we shall never meet again,” was the single 
remark. 

“ Not you and I, Gertry?” 

“Not Sir Brook Emmersly and Gertrude 
Grey,” she murmured, in the low, hollow ac¬ 
cents of unmitigated despair. 

“ Cruel, wicked man!” sighed Mary. 

“ Villain I wretch!” was the only echo; and 
the name of Brook Emmersly became a pro¬ 
hibited sound. 
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Alas I that man shou^l ever win 
So sweet a shrine death and sin 
As woman’s heart.” 

When Lodwiok returned from witnessing 
the diversions among the villagers, he was 
painfully affected to find his cousin sufiering 
from the recent agitating interview; sincerfly 
upbraiding himself for the jealous madness 
which had driven him from her side, when his 
arm might have assisted, and his presence pre¬ 
cluded the opportunity, he instinctively felt 
convinced that Sir Brook would seek for a re¬ 
newal of his protestations to his neglected love* 
Lodwick Clairlowe had too warm a heart to 
blame him for such an effort to regain what 
he esteemed beyond all price; he knew also 
equally well, that he could not act the calm 
beholder of their affection; therefore, for the 
purpose of avoiding the misery of looking 
. sadly upon Gertrude, he took refuge among a 
party of gentjemen who were issuing forth on 

M 2 
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a visit to the schools and sports of the pea-* 
santry. 

Lodwick Clairlowe was impetuous, but trust¬ 
ful; he had that morning, for the first time, 
been introduced to Sir Brook, and confessed 
himself singularly prepossessed by his stately 
pride and undeviating blandness. 

The ardent temperament of our young 
friend took alarm at the prospect of the odds 
against this formidable rival, when, more in 
sorrow than despair, he left him in the field, 
uncompeted with and alone. Now, however, 
he heard that for the second time Sir Brook 
had rejected the golden sceptre within his 
reach, his sorrow changed to firm determina¬ 
tion; resentment heated every vein, despite 
the lurking sentiment of gratitude and relief, 
arising from the certainty of his absence and 

relinq^ttishment of the prize he himself would 

« 

have died to gain. 

And, burning with one wild hope, that by 
r^^patient devotion he might at no very distant 
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period become the declared and accepted lover 
of Gertrude Grey, he bcflSnded up the vast 
staircase to the drawing-room, 

Ida Deschamps was to have been numbered 
among the wedding guests, and tlie where¬ 
fores concerning her non-arrival were soon 
forgotten; she was not present, and few la¬ 
mented it. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

It likes iw well: 

Aud^ at our more convenient time we'll read, 

Answer, and think upon, this business. 

. SlIAKSPSARE. 

Such were thy fathers j thus preserve their name; 

Not heirs to titien only, b\it to fame 

The hour draws nigh, a few brief days will close 

To me this little scene of joys and woes. 

Byron. 

Immediately after the departure of Mr. 
Dentnoris from Norton Valence, Harold, as he 
had promised ihe sexton, betook himself and 
portmanteau to a cottage adjoining his rustic 
dwelling, in which a small room had been pfe- 

f 

Jlared for his uncle, and another, even more 
limited in its dimensions, for himself. 
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To the great sorrow of our hero, he found 
the old man unable to his bed; a cold, 


from which scarcely recovered, when he ven¬ 
tured out for a gossip with Jim Sloe, on the 
previous day, had alarmingly increased, and its 
ravages were but too apparent. Night arrived 
—still no improvement; the next morning his 
feeble limbs hung useless. Harold Dentnoris 
watched with unremitting anxiety till the 
fourth day, when a decided improvement took 
place, and, supported on soft cushions, supplied 
by the assiduous Harold, the veteran sat up 
to resume the tale of ‘ long ago,* inexpressibly 
important to the now sanguine heir. 

“ 1 wish I could live to see ye fairly done 
by, your lorship,** said the dying man; but 
that*s neither here nor there^ if I put ye in the 
way albre I slips off to the world above.** 

Talk not thus, my friend, though the dearest 
ambition of my life be crushed, and your efforts 
to redeeA my worldly portion prove of no 
avail.** 
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“ No avail!” repeated the old peasant. “ No, 
no! I have got somewhat to reveal which will 
tame a difficulty and settle tlie business for 
Humpy; if I remember rightly, you said as 
’twas he wlio^d got the title. Ah, ah! his cornea 
here never roused the wisdom o’ my old brain; 

I couldn’t a thought o’ your lordship alongside 
such an old skOtch of the wicked one;—I’d a 
rectified the mistakes, long before; but sure I 
never guessed anything could go wrong about' 
your name and wealth. 

“ Is Jim Sloe here?” asked Joseph; cause 
he must be witness—and there’s Paget, too, as 
might be coming in; I would be more glad* 
like to have a second o’ your side, your lor- 
ship, for I fear I shan’t last long: seeing I’ve 
been ninety-four year a climben up the narry 
road to the skies—ay, to the skies!—for 
God’s mercy w^l save the contrite Sinner for 
the Lord Jesus^ sake,” continued the faltering 
old man, raising bis thin ♦bony hanefe prayer¬ 
fully. 
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“ Is Paget come iu ? for iny sight is failing 
fast.” 

“ Yes, here am I, Joe,” replied a fine-looking 
farmers lad; “ and sorry enough to sec the 
rheiiraatis tcazing ye again.” 

“ I was remembering me,” said the weaken- 
voice, unmindful of the neighbourly ad¬ 
dress, “ your lorship,’ of that night when your 
father called me up, at ten o’clock, and says, 
.says he—‘ Come now, Joe, let me sit by your 
fire, and chat a bit; there’s old Hurry to play 
at home. My lady mother has found out that 
I returned to England on account of my old 
llame’s widowhood, and not to court the Duke’s 
daughter.’ 

“ ‘ Aye,’ says 1, ‘ and why shouldn’t ye?’ 

“ ‘ 1 can’t tell; but will you help me ?’ 

“ ‘ I help you! Well, this is a pretty go.’ 

‘Yes, you know Phave 10,000/. a-year, 
independent,’ 

“ ‘ Oh, for the matter o’ that,* says I, ‘ the 
lady have got enough for both, let alone 

.M 3 
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two moro; but tisn^t right to baffle against 
duty/ 

“«Duty/ says his lorsbip—‘ Duty, my good 
fellow/ (them was his words,) ‘ I can’t exactly 
love according to duty, when the duty is to 
consist in marrying a wife chosen by any one 
but myself. ’ I surely am old enough to choose 
without my mother’s assistance.’ 

“ * And plenty o’ time to think about it,’ I 
makes answer, ‘ seeing that Mrs. Wilson must 
wait a twelvemonth and a day, and there’s 
only five months gone yet/ 

“ ‘ Oh!’ says he, replying, * That’s just what 

I came to talk about.’ 

“ You looks, your lorship,” continued the 
old man, addressing Harold, “ most frequent 
as your father did then. 

‘“Well/ says he, ‘you know, Joe, how 
near I broke my heart Ivhen Miss Barrington’s 
^triage came off; was it not for this distress 
:^at I left the kingdom; when I hewd she 
loved him, and was cold as driven snow to me; 
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and does it not seem Providence who has freed 
her once again to make happy/ 

‘ It do seem somehow providential/ says I; 
‘ and if you like to marry her for love, Pll 
make it bear that paintin in my mind.’ 

“ ‘ Now you see, Joe,’ says his lorship, ‘ if 
we are not quick, something may prevent it 
again; so I want you and your wife to go to 

Norton Valence in-shire with us, and be 

witnesses to the maniage. I will go first and 
secure a snug cottage for you, and you shall 
have ton shillings a week for life afterwards. 

The Duke of-was my father’s friend, and 

I can stay in his empty house very cqjnfortable 
till all is over, without exciting suspicion, the 
family being gone into foreign parts, all but the 
best of them, Lord Tom.’ 

‘‘ Well, we discoursed on the subject till the 
break of a bright dawn, and I thought that the 
token proclaimed it a good cause; so we settled 
all our scores, and away went his lorship, 
who got the sexton’s place for me, and this here 
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cottage, j^ur from that day to this have I 
seeu Illy native soi4 ^or the place whore your 
people dwells, your lorsUip, and where ye shall 
dwell long and gladsomely, please Almighty ‘ 
God. Sure Sally^s in her cold grave, awaiten 
for the Judgment day; will ye put me close 
beside her mound, your lorship ? Promise me 
that one solemn thing afore 1 changes into 
clay ?” 

Ah, yes, that and more, when it shall 
please God to take you, my lather’s good and 
faithful friend; but I pray you may be spared 
long yet, for botli our sakes.” 

Now I likes that speech, and I trusts yc 
for it—you would not lling a curtain ’fore my 
eyes as the last warning’s coming.” 

A. few minutes’ silence followed, when the 
narrator again resumed his tale. 

Two days after we got here, we hud direc¬ 
tions to look out for Mrs. Wilson^s coming to 
tiiat little house above the hill, and to send 
bits o’ paper to the minister directly they come 
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to hand—which we did—and next day, true 
to time, a carriage drivo:? up the road you 
bces from this window, turnen to that same 
dwellin house yonder. Sally calls put to me, 
‘ Why, Joe, Mrs. Wilson^s all alone of herself 
in the black carriage.’ ‘ Oh,’ says I, answer- 
ing, ‘ his lorsliip ain’t far behind, then, I’m 
pretty sure, so yoil% best clap on your bonnet 
and stand in the porch till they draws up.’ 
W’^cll, away she sped like flame. 1 went up 
to the place to see all right by the time they’d 
come from church, for his lorship told me 
aforehand ’twaiit no use to ask the lady to 
rest there first; so straight to that church they 
went,” said the old man, earnestly, pointing 
with his attenuated finger to the spire just 
discernible between thick branches of gnarled 
oaks, ‘^the curate‘stood father, and he is 
liven now to tell.” 

‘‘ But where?” inquired the thankful Harold* 

“That’s more nor I can say. Well, by 
waiten, I ^ets a sight of the beautifullest lady 
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as ever stepped in Britain. His lorship came 
shinen down the T^wd side wi* her, as though 
he followed a dropping star, and they two was 
tied as tight as God and man could bind um, 
and their names was writ in the parish book, 
and a copy of that same my Sal had some¬ 
where. ‘ For/ says she, ‘ it isn’t likely that 
111 see the likes of sucff kind gentlefolks 
beneath the high firmament no more.’ ” 

“And where is the certain proof of my 
legitimate birth?” inquired Harold, endeavour¬ 
ing almost in vain to speak tranquilly to the 
nearly exhausted Joseph. 

“ I got it somewhere. No! Anne has 
taken it along with her mother’s books—them 
the minister gave her— poor Sal! Well, your 
lordship, don’t be dashed; we’ll find them easy, 
any how.” 

“ Oh, fot*give my painful anxiety,” replied 
Harold. 

“ Forgive I 1 understand ye, your lorshipi 
No need of forgiveness when nevei; a harm’s 
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been done. Well, to continue,” said the 
trembling voice, “I have-little more to say, 
but that your lorship jumped into the world 
a long time arter that. Howsomever, it was 
at that same dwellin house you first unclosed 
your eyes upon your mother.” 

“ God bless and prosper you for the joy you 
have given my almost failing hope. God bless 
you,” repeated Harold, grasping the hand of 
the veteran. 

He felt the pressure gently returned—a 
chill and sudden shudder succeeded, and the 
head of the old man fell heavily on one side. 
Harold clasped the chfily hand of death. Joe’s 
thread of existence had broken-—he was dead 1 

Dismayed and oppressed, Dentnoris busied 
himself by attending to the call of humanity. 
The phjsioian quickly arrived, but alas I the 
blamelesu life had ceased. The heart so lately 
panting in warm devotedness to Harold’s cause 
was^still--^its beating done. 

For one long anxious week our hero gaaed 
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Oil the inaniiiiaio features, os if vainly hoping 
to mark some sigtt*of motion in the decaying 
cxirpse. None came—it lay still in the cold 
sleep of Death, and at the same hour in which 
the Kector’s remains were embosomed ii^ a 
costly tomb, the aged sexton’s humble mound 
was raised beside it. 

Harold turned from the melancholy spot, 
about to quit the precincts of his friend’s last 
quiet bed, when his attention was arrested by 
tile stranger of the “ Travellers’ Inn.” 

I have been seeking you throughout the 
town, sir,” said he, and hope you will pardon 
my intrusive address, f merely wish to inquire 
if the gentleman I had the pleasure of seeing 
in your company some days since was Mr, 
Beverley Dentnoris?” 

A 

‘‘It was,” xxplied Harold, relieved to find 
one among the peopled crowd to pronounce the 
name of a relation. Mr. Dentnoris will be 
here to-morrow qvening, I hope,” rejoined the 
nephew. “ Will you in the mean time favour 



THE CllRONlCLES OF A IIFE. 257 

me with your name, that I may inform you of 
his arrival?” 

After further conversation, Harold learned 
that important bequests of the late Rector 
waited to be delivered to his uncle. 

Good afternoons were exchanged, and the 
gentlemen separated, each to fulfil most oppo* 
sito errands—Harold to bewail the loss of 
every living witness to his father^s marriage, 
except one, who unfortunately could only be 
reached through the medium of advertisement, 
and this at a moment when the most cau¬ 
tious measures were necessary, in order to 
prevent the Injurious' machinations of his 
inveterate, though unknown, enemies — the 
barrister to comfort and console a widowed 
sister. 

The next day passed, and with its evening 
came the expected companion of his hopes and 
fears, who, fatigued and weary, gladly hailed 
the cheerfiil preparations for dinner.' 

The events of the preceding week were 
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quickly told, and a note written, intimating to 
Mr. Slade the retitrn of the newly appointed 
Sector, at the same time saying that business 
of the utmost importance made his presence 
immediately desirable. 

The worthy barrister, impelled by the 
fantastic visions of a bottle of old port, (&c., 
sent a verbal reply, that he would join them 
with all possible expedition; and forthwith 
mounting his pony, galloped off to the cottage 
of his incipient clients, having previously 
requested the county attorney to attend him 
there. 

Facts as they had occurred were related, 
the result of which seemed to the insignificant 
looking personage attending Mr. Slade, alone 
satisfactory* The learned man entered into 
abstruse technicalities, viewing the case through 
a vai^iety of media, rapidly glancing at the 
i^sterious disappearance of all living wib- 
losses, ridiculing indirectly the idea of so im^ 
portant a secret being aceidentaliy kept-^ 
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distressing the two eager listeners with nume¬ 
rous anecdotes of absurd inventions, and finally 
throwing the whole subject into a chaos of 
objectives, he quaintly commenced cross-ques* 
tioning Mr. Beverley Dentnoris. Harold, 
enraged beyond control at the tortuous ver¬ 
boseness of the lawyer, paced to and fro, unable 
to reply calmly. 

Not so the Rector—^he felt an extraordinary 
prepossession steal upon his mind on their first 
introduction at the inn, and read in the changes 
of the stranger’s benevolent exterior, virtues 
irreconcilable with his present denunciation 
of the case at issue—he simply wished to 
assure the man of law that he had formed an 
erroneous judgment, and peacefully awaited 
the convenient moment for so doing, convinced 
that prejudiced excitement in his profession 
concealed the humanity of his heart. Never¬ 
theless, mdlgrh this generous conclusion, he no 
longer resolved to trust the affair to his hands. 
” I am sorry that the lateness of the hour 



Itt^ to acquest the ifeulyect may k^ 
deferred to spmc'future day. Tcrlmps the 
difficulties arc not so insuperable as you 
supiwsc, sir,” continued he, turning to the 
barrister. “ I confess to you my mind is moi e 
sanguine on the subject.” • 

“ So entire a labyrinth of opposing facts do 
I perceive, begging your pardon, sir,” replied 
that gentleman, “ that I must revoke even the 
indefinite hope, inadvertently given, prior to 
the de\elopment of minutise, which appear ab¬ 
surdly self-evident against the probability of 
establishing your claims; and really, gentle¬ 
men, may I b^ pardoned,” added he, turning 
a meaning smile to the crabbed little solicitor 
—‘‘ may I, I I’epeat, be in consequence par¬ 
doned, for declining to interfere in so chimeri¬ 
cal and oompUoated a business? 1 am by far 
too idle and wealthy to undertake difficult 
cases, and my hands, too, are quite fidl, very 
full, at presents It is usual, Mr. Dentnoris,” 
he continued^ facetiously^ ** to remunerate every 
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man for his work, be it never so unimportant 
a service with which we brief-makers have the 
gratification to accommodate you: this cele¬ 
brated gentleman, therefore, will do himself 
the honour to make his charge—as for me, I 
must be going**^ 

A sinister expression of wondering com¬ 
placency covered the usually dull face of 
the obnoxious little drudge, when Mr. Dcnt- 
noris placed the remuneration on the table by 
which he stood, declining at the Same moment 
his future services. The door* closed, and the 
sordid ‘‘ limb of law” departed. 

Mr. Slade lingered in the comfortable cor¬ 
ner, till assured of the man’s welcome exit. 
There was something in the bearing and tone 
of the individual now standing before them, 
(for the barrister had risen to take his leave), 
which, notwithstanding Harold’s former re¬ 
pugnance, commanded admiration. 

How incomprehensible, thought he; I have 
the most utter contempt for the opinion of this 
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worthy, and yet I am actually contemplating 
his gestures and tone, even his words, with 
absolute liking. 

I fear iJiat I infringe on good manners, 
hjr remaining after your unequivocal hint to 
take myself off, my dear sir,” said the object 
of his meditation; “ moreover, I am detaining 
you from rest, after a tedious journey; but if 
you will allow me to visit you, concerning the 
fixtures, &c., at the Rectory, at eleven o’clock 
to-m<^ow morning, I will appear on my own 
responsibility; and I trust the information I 
will bring may decide you respecting them, at 
once, as my poor sister is anxious to get them 
taken at a valuation.” A slight bow from 
Mr. Dentnoris, a half-muttered response from 
his nepkow, the cottage^door creaked on its 
binges, and again our travellers were alone. 

Harold, do not look oppressed; there is a 
sincerity, void of hypocrisy, in that stranger’s 
manner, that, in defiance of his reasoning, 
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draws iny bettor thoughts towards him; do 
you know I felt comforted by those few words 
of his adieu 

“ Comforted,” exclaimed Harold~^* com¬ 
forted, uncle! You surely could not have clearly 
understood that lazy ignominious speech of^ 
his?” 

I believe I heard, and understood it, 
Harold, my dear boy; and if you will listen 
calmly, will give my opinion of it also.” 

‘‘ I listen,” replied the desponding nephew. 

“ In the first place, Harold, did you catch 
the true expression of Mr. Slade’s intelligent 
countenance?” 

“ I saw the smile he turned to the sneaking 
wretch who accompanied him ” 

That smile was only assumed. 1 am a 
faulty physiognomist if, beneath his natural 
smile, lighting that open brow, th.ere be not a 
soul of integrity and lofty faculti^, of which 
we have felt the sevwr and professional pari 
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only. What was his purpose in ^ dismissing 
l^s attendant so unexpectedly ? Let us know 
him better before we condemn him, Harold.’^ 

“ Well, dear sir—add your defence of the 
subtle Norton Valence solicitor?^ 

Of him, Harold—why, I must see him no 
,inore: and in allowing the recollection of his 
unpleasing manner tp escape my memory, avoid 
the judgment my sinful heart longs to award 
him.” 

“ Yes, yes! his face and form at least forbid 
an equal commendation. Would that I had 
never entered this fatal village; T might have 
enjoyed a few pleasurable hours, and learned, 
perhaps, to bear with magnanimity an unavert- 
able doom,” said the young Dentnoris. 

“ Harold, we have hope and faith in One 

%vhQ never left the fatherless unfriended, if 

% 

they seek ^^ls help. I have much to reUte con¬ 
cerning home. The Clairlowes —** (Harold 
started; bis uncle had chosen tlie surest theme 
to divert him from the deep hopelessness of his 
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disappointments,) “ have loft us—^they rcmam 
at the^Grange until March ; all are quite weTl, 
and desire their best wishes to the truant 
Lion.” 

A sigh and brightened look rewarded tlie 
good Sector for this kindly scheme to dissipate 
melancholy, jind bring returning summer to 
his nephew’s mind. 

“And Aunt Marianne! Sarah! George!” 
replied Harold: “ they, too, are well ?” 

“Indeed they arc: I have large packets for 
you here. Marianne entreated me td allow 
Wilson to join you, fearing you would suifer 
such continual discomfort without him; the 
man himself importuned me to beg you would 

send for him. Unfortunately at-we could 

only procure one hired riding horse, so I left 
him to bring on both his and mine to-morrow. 
I hope I have done well in anticipating your 
wishes?” 

“ Decided^; I shall be glad to see him,” 
said Harold. 

VOL. I. H 
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‘‘ Now, then, good night, my dear boy V* 

Mr. Dentnoris never abandoned this juve- 
^nile mode of addressing his nephew, though 
the last time he spoke it, Harold was forty- 
two, and his uncle just passing to eternity. 
“Goodnight!” 
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CHAPTER Xy. 


Would thou had&t less dcsorved, 

That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine ! oidy I have left to say, 
>fore is tliy due than more than all can pay. 

^Macbeth 


Love is a pearl of purest hue, 

But stormy waves are round it; 
And dearly may a woman rue 
Tlie hour when first she found it. 


The clock struck eleven; the servant an¬ 
nounced Mr. Slade,” and that gentleman 
again presented himself. 

Harold’s first impulse bade him endeavour 
to avoid the encounter; the next, to observe 
the proudly kind manner of their visitor, 

n2 
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“ How strikingly different he looks this^morn* 
ing,” thought the heir. 

In the first instance, I must engage your 
pardoning attention to the ruse I employed 
last night, my dear sirs. The facts are tliese: 

IMr. Arthur Dentnoris (as he is still called in 
the neighbourhood) has been twice introduced 

to me by the Duke of-, with whom I have 

enjoyed the honour of dining twice, and on 
each occasion a little paltry rattle-trap—a very 
fac-simile of Shakspeare’s apothecary — has 
found some good cause, or bad, as the event 
might have proved, for interrupting our des¬ 
sert, by requesting permission to speak on 
urgent business with your relation. It is a 
few years since we met—nor did I understand, 
on the occasions of seeing hincL) that he was 
other than a household blemish in Mr. Arthur’s 
establishment; but, last night, supposing the 
attorney of this place might be useful to me, 
I desired him to meet me here. On dis¬ 
mounting, I perceived a sinhll figure approach 
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to hold niy horse’s rein. I was wondering at 

John’s sudden curtailment of proper duties, 

when the creature uttered a sort of chuckle. 

The sound grated on my recollection, and the 

door at that moment opening, I recognised the ^ 

cringing tool of Mr. Arthur Dentnoris. It was 
« 

only that morning I heard of his having assumed 
the title of his brother; and you will no longer 
be surprised that I should adopt the means I 
conceived safest for your cause, in persuading 
the creeping rascal that the case could not be 
substantiated. The man is perfectly aware that 
the question is a just and reasonable one; thus, 
by my turning the tables against you, it gives 
him leisure to communicate with Mr. Arthur, 
as he imagines, while we are wrangling—albeit, 
we shall proceed safely, but slowly. The whole 
way to my house after quitting you last night, 
for the attorney awaited my departure, I 
accordingly disputed your title—^till at length 
the reptile put a question which decided 
our contest. Suspecting that his master 
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has only revealed a fourth of the affair, just to 
give more trouble and display for the talent of 
the workman—but here comes the adder him¬ 
self—^the worm—^the man-eater—^pray, be care¬ 
ful to confine our debate to the various housc- 
hold cMicerns of my brother-in-law. Mum. 

“ Will you take the fixtures at a valuation, 
or shall they be removed?” inquired Mr. Slade. 

“ I really have not yet even walked over 
the premises,” replied thq Eector; “a sudden 
recal to ——, the other day, prevented my 
doing so. ” 

** Then, will you do me the favour to accept 
my escort?” asked the Barrister; ‘‘ I am bent 
thitherward at this moment.” 

“ I shall be much obliged.” 

The fussy little solicitor then came forward 
in search of a glove he had dropped the night 
previous; and, while this was being restored, 
the three gentlemen departed towards the 

i 

Rectory. 

With a heart overburdened with grateM 
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feelings, Harold turned to speak his thankful¬ 
ness, when the Barrister informed Mr. Dent- 
uoris, “ that a bundle of letters, found among 
the papers of his deceased relative, addressed 
to the Rev. Beverley Dentnoris, or, in event 
of his death, to the heirs of Lord Dentnoris, 
occasioned his anxiety to become acquainted 
with his companions of the Travellers' Inn; the 
old hostess having spoken rapturously of you, 
sir,” said he, looking towards Harold, “ declar¬ 
ing you to bo the picture of a Mrs. Wilson, 
with whom she lived as housemaid many years 
agone, and who was afterwards Lady Dent¬ 
noris.” 

“ My'own mother,” exclaimed Harold. 

“ Yes, young sir! and thus I obtained a clue 

to the name required by my brother-in-law; 

but your whereabouts being so impenetrably 

hidden, 1 could* not discover a leading string 

to your seclusion; and when we happily did 

meet, the bare notion of recognising in the 

# 

lawyer I unwittingly employed, to save myself 
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the trouble of writing, the tool of your selfish 
relation, naturally led me to induce the suppo¬ 
sition in his mind that I was averse to undei^- 

It , 

take the proceedings. I deferred, in conse¬ 
quence, the delivering of so important a packet, 

* 

reserving it for our conference of to-day; how¬ 
ever, we cannot be too cautious~nor do I yield 
my charge till we fairly gain the shelter of the 
Kectory; then the papers shall be yours; but 
as long as the panther tracks our path, we will 
not seem to be meddling with notes or parch¬ 
ment.” 

The new house of our friends was quickly 
gained, and the fixtures taken, “ Now, then,” 
said Harold, “ may we see the letters in your 
possession, my dear sir?” 

‘‘ Ah, truly,” ^aid the Barrister, thrusting 
his hand into a Qapacious pocket; *^why, 
where in the name of Heaven can they be ? I 
have not got them I” ' * 

Vainly did they Search; no vestige^ of their 
newly acquired treasure remained. To pro- 
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claim the matter publicly would lose them 
their advantage, and the Ixoped-for links to 
fortune fall, perchance, into the hands of the 
detested Mr. Cole, for such was ijie name of 
the county attorney. 

So inauspicious an event considerably dc* 
pressed the mind of Harold Dentnoris; yet 
with a heart of pious resignation he endea¬ 
voured, by every means, to cheer the evident 
despondency of the Barrister. 

Once again seated by that cottage hearth 
alone with his nephew, many weeks after 
the foregoing interruption to their sanguine 
schemes, Mr. Dentnoris commenced narrating 
the changes at the Rectory, and movements 
of all those whose occupations in this life held 
a charm for the spirit of the disappointed 
Harold. 

“ The most singular coincidence, during my 
brief stay at home,” said the Rector, “ was the 
sudden appearance of Ida Deschamps, now the 
Countess Estalles. I was musing in my arm- 

N 3 
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chair, by the library lire, when who should 
follow the annouDcemetit of the latter name 
but the young lady herself.” 

‘‘ No!” e^culated Harold. 

Yes, indeed^ into the room she sailed, not 

* 

with the overweeningly triumphant air of Ida 
Deschamps, but with the stateliness of grief; 
she wore a dress of thin muslin, malgrd the 
piercing air of night, and looked almost ethe¬ 
real, as, with a cold and haughty step, she 
beckoned me to a nearer approach. 

‘‘ ‘ Pray, do not allow me to trouble you,^ 
said she, ‘further than by imploring one 
night’s lodging. My trespass may be extenu¬ 
ated by my tale of miserable sorrow. Lady 
Wilverton, I feared, would be absent, although 
she was not present at the affiancing of Miss 
Herberton. Permit me to seek hospitality 
from Waynard. I have nothing more to ask; 
to-inorrow I shall pursue my way.’ 

“ You can hardly conceive the confusion of 
my thoughts. With no attendant, on foot she 
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travelled, and in the garb of hottest summer. 
Perceiving her pallor increase, and frightened 
for the result, I instantly summoned old Way- 
nard, bade her do all that was requisite for the 
comfort of my unexpected guest, and, turning 
again to Ida, asked if she had not better seek 
immediate repose.'^ 

“ ‘ When I have communicated all that re* 
mains to be told,’ she replied, calmly. 

“ It appears that, notwithstanding her appli¬ 
cations to Sir Brook Emmersly, he still deter¬ 
mined to be present at the wedding of her for¬ 
mer rival (Charlotte Herberton); Miss Des- 
champs vowed to marry Count Estalles if he 
did accept the invitation to the Grange. Not 
a week previously, poor Ida had discovered the 
Lothario’s engagement to Gertrude Grey; they 
were sitting together at some dinner (I forget 
where), when Sir Brook remarked, how vexed 
he was that she did not admire Miss Grey; tor, 
as for himself, he began to like her exceedingly. 
Thus, from one jealousy and another, she con- 
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cocted sufficient proof to nerve lier resentful 

mind to a frenzy of hatred, sought her chani- 

her so soon as the guests departed, and, coldly 

shaking hands with Sir Brook, hoped he would 

spend a pleasant day at the Grange. 

‘‘ ‘ The moment he was gone,’ continued the 

agitated woman, *I hastened to the door of 

Count Estalles’ dormitory,, forgot my woman- 

■« 

hood in maddening revenge, acquainted him 
with my resolve to 4y with him, that I hated 
life unshared by him, that Sir Brook was less 
than liked by me, whereas at -that instant I 

loved him with the wildest intensity.’ The 

* - 

enamoured Count eagerly met her suggestions, 
and the next morning, as the bridal veil fell 
over Lady Delvor’s form, Estalles’ bride, in 
the bonnet bfj a peasant, plighted her irrevo¬ 
cable vows. * Yes,’ added my visitor, empha¬ 
tically, ‘I left my father’s home, and became 
the wife of a noble and excellent man—-one 
whom I J)etrayed to dish^our* My husband 
quitted me at Dorton, to seek General Des- 
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champs,’ explain our marriage, and bring my 
maid and wardrobe, already prepared. Mean- 
while, I dressed myself in the gfoom^s livery, 
and, with my own hands, delivered a note to 
Miss Grey, even while she lay fainting on the 
couch, beside which Sfr Brook had just knelt 
—a farewell billet Gertrude cannot easily for- 
gpt. Nay, look not with horror at the relation, 
Mr. Denthoris—better let her yet be saved the 
fruitless pangs I bear. Estalles returned— 
my father relented not, neither allowed niy 
woman to join me. We continued on uur 
cheerless journey, till illness overtook my com¬ 
panion, and rendered him wholly unfit to pro- 
ceed; he became alarmed for my sake, and 
begged me to assent to his proposal, trusting 
that rest might enable him to pursue our tra¬ 
vels on the morrow. Well,' said the speaker, 
‘ at the loneliest hut in a wildern^s we halted 
for two days; I watched him with unremitting 
care; our habitation^contained but one small 
room, an 0I4 crone tenanted the corner of it, 
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and my husband, looking more dead than alive, 
occupied the centre, stretched on the thread- 
bare carpet and carriage cushions. 

‘‘ The next morning the sun shone brightly 
as I opened my eyes from a restless sleep, and 
Estalles seemed to have slept also. en¬ 
treated liim to attempt removing—the very 
sight of our glaring beldame maddened m^. 
The Count assented, and I went forth with the 
hostess to seek the post-boy and groom; not a 
soul presented themselves. .1 called in vain, nor 
horses, carriage, nor postillion, remained; in a 
transport of indignation I rushed to Estalles— 
he too had vanished—I was alone! in that 
dark glade alone! Yet, after hysteric sobs and 
desperate alarm, weariness surprised me, and 
I slept again.’ 

“ ‘ It was hardly day break,’ said poor Ida, 
calmly, ^ when the features of that fearful hag 
gleamed upon me; the agony of that sight 
fiends might reveal—I find expression too faint 
.to tell one sentence of its horror. £nough~I 



THJB CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 279 

shall soon conclude. This morning the pos¬ 
tillion who had accompanied us to that grave 
# 

of goodness, overtook me on my road back 

to Dorton; he challenged me, and I turned 

to learn his mission—this letter was all—all !* 

» 

“ ‘ Ida, how 1 loved, adored you. Why, 
oh why have you thus dealt treacherously with 
him who, for your sake, set aside his notions 
of honour to please, to comfort you, to satisly 
his momentary adoration; the idea -^of your 
father’s refusal to my demand for an unio^i, 
Ida, seemed too agonizing. I loved you, ho¬ 
nourably, dearly—you have forsaken me. 
Vainly I'wandered, fast as my feeble limbs 
would carry me, to strain ray vision along the 
public road—Ida was gone—Ida had left me, 
ill, yet not unhappy—till thy form, my cruel 
wife, had wholly vanished. Sir Brook was 

passing, happily—to him I communicated my 

% 

distress. In his carriage I sought my bride. 
Alas, adieu! Should these few words be 
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looked upon by eyes I valued as my life, then 
let thy soul hate me not, but pity and forget 
your husband, 

“‘Philip Estalles.*” 


“ ‘ Have you read it?’ inquired the Countess. 

“ I returned the note in silence—troubled 
thoughts entered my mind,” said the Rector, 
as he received the written page from Harold, 
“ and I could neither comfort nor speak to the 
victim. / You will observe,’ added she, ‘ that 
Sir Brook was on the spot to relieve my hus¬ 
band.’ I was about to reply, when the poor 
girl exclaimed, ‘ Stay, 1 want no further 
counsel—I see my path more clearly *than your 
discernment can — I will be avenged 1’ then, 
with a piercing shriek, fell upon the ground, 
Waynard at length got her to rest. I sent 
for Marianne, who is now tending her with 
gentle watchfulness—but see, morning peeps 
into your windows. Adieu—good night.” 
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CHAPTER XVI. 


- .— —■ Men’s judgments %re 

A parcel of their fortuues j and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them, 

To suffer all alike. 

AsTONY and CLEd^ATRA. 

‘‘ In two days more,” said Harold, return¬ 
ing the Rector’s morning salutation, ‘^Lady 
Wilvcrton and the dear children will be here. 
The result of Dr. Slade’s visit to London will 
disappoint my aunt. Amongst the arguments 
against my cause, is that of its not being im¬ 
possible our party were the purloiners of the 
real certificates, in order to allow the oppor¬ 
tunity for establishing our present claims.” 

“ Yes, I am very anxious to hear more 
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Upon tho subject; be will accompany us, I 
think you said, to the Rectory to-day.” 

And to the Rectory our friends were pro¬ 
ceeding, each engaged with similar commun- 
ings on “the vacillating temper of Earth’s 
Lady Fortune.” Harold had wandered to the 
garden, thence to the hall, where a huge spider 
exhibited the fruit of his untiring industry. 
The Turk’s* head weapon of destruction was 
immediately in demand, and a woman from a 
neighboujjing cottage sumifioned to make a 
careful investigation throughout the rooms. 
The unconscious author of the commotion had 
just been forcibly ejected from his snag abid- 
ing.place, when Wilson exclaimed^— 

“ Your pardon, Sir, but this is the same 
Ijcrsott who was busy here when you paid the 
first visit tb this house, sir; perhaps, sir, she 
swept away those papers you were asking for! 
Some time ago it is, to be sure, sir, but no one 
else was in the room at the time. She was 
cleaning the windows when you and his re- 
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vereuce took her by surprise—and 1 remem¬ 
ber how flustered the poor creature was when 
Dr, Slade bid her take away her horrible 
traps quickly.” 

“ Yes!” answered Harold, “ I do remember. 
Interrogate her instantly, Wilson, I desire 
you.” • 

“ Why, sure,” said the old dame, “ I was in 
sxrch a fright at his worship, tliat I do not well 
know what I stuffed awqy into the old box as 
holds the cleaning articles, but Ill see, sir, 
immediately,” 

Harold followed her bustling steps, an I 
there, amid whiting, sand-paper, and a thou¬ 
sand various messes, lay the identical packet. 
To reach his uncle, and chokingly relate the 
discovery, was the work of a second, although 
Mr. Dentnoris had buried himself in a laby¬ 
rinth of budding shrubs, 

Joy now reigned within the bosoms lately so 
burdened with^their heavy hopelessness. No 
farther barrier to his rights remained, and 
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Harold ftlready dreamed himself into the belief 
that Mary had consented to be bis. 

Well, dear Lord,^^ said Lady Wilverton, 
during a happy ride to the woods of Valence 
Hamlet, “ I hope you will invite us to Lands- 
worth directly you take possession—how I 
shall rejoice to see those lovely hills again.’’ 

“ Nay I my own aunt Marianne, I beseech 
you not to speak thus Until my rights are 

m 

finally decided, and jour prediction be veri¬ 
fied concerning my elegibillty to address Miss 
Clairlowe.” 

Lady Wilverton was silent. To cloud the 
opening brightness of Harold’s prosperity 
seemed too cruel a task to assign herself: no, 
rather would she conceal her fears of Mary’s 
constancy. 

The speaking looks of the venerable Lady 
Loder—-the liccepted attentions of Mr. Percy, 
which were by many construed into undeni- 
abfe evidences of a certain ySung lady’s en¬ 
gagement, Aunt Marianne would not disturb 
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his tranquil day-dreams by relating; and she 
felt gratefully relieved when her nephew con¬ 
tinued the conversation by a reference to her 
own affiiirs. 

“ Do not regret my having declined the 
alliance, Harold. Sir William Belton has 
accepted my terms of friendship, and believe 
roe, when I assure you, that the idea of loving 
another with the fervency of n wife^s devotion, 
can never be mine for other than the still 
loved form now mouldering in the vaults of 
Wilverton Church. Your uncle, however, 
will soon wed another, and be the happier f 
liis proper selection; but here come the chil¬ 
dren-—question Sarah about Charles Bacon; 
her blushing airs are beautiful.” 

As Sarah approached, Harold consequently 
inquired if she liked riding? had her friend 
Charles taught her to hold the reins so cleverly, 
and sit so square? 

“ Oh, Aunt Marianne, you told Harold —** 

‘‘ Told me, what?” 
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tmet 0 und; eome, George, another 
".«enti!9,’* and the happy pair flev off like birds 

•r 

141908 $ the free and open plain. 

•, lJ^0f com^ my very reverend uncle espouses 
Baeott?** ol^rved Lord Dentnoris; “ and 
holy did you leave the CJairlowe's? At Loder 
Casttey I knoiv*-^but were all well, and gay, 
^nd happy?*' 

^ And, as usual I” retorted Lady Wilverton j 
B(, litfle chagrined at your obstinate refusal, 
ceHainly.’’ 

' Bid Mr. Percy answer your expectations? 
is ha handsome ?” 

,. least 5 his voice is singularly 

nMHifluoUl, tmd, I think, oonstitubes his only 
charm; in other respects he is wanting iaman** 
dfMfis; Mb appearance, on the whole, is effc- 

a 

a^tft to a degreot Poor G^riarudo Grey, I 

fifiished her race in thU 
'precincts. Sir Brook has played her 
idht'A moonsd tim^'and, 1 Terlly believe, Lod* 
i^k hint yet; it is a hoirible 



THB OBRONICLBS OB A LIRE. 

thought) but coincides 'vnlh a soldier’s idea 

of satisfaction^when will such a barbarous 

custom be'discontinued? Do^ it not seem 

inconsistent and fearfully wicked^ Harold, that 

a heart made up of all that is charitable an^ 

benevolent, a heart that would shrink from the 

contemplation of murder, whose soul abhors 

the wrong done to the fading Gertrude still 

* 

feels no repugnance to the thought indict- 

■ 

ing the deepest, most irremediable wrong on a 
human being, a tcllow creature! that of usher^ 
ing him unprepared into the preseuen^of a 
Judge whose verdict unchangeablewhosr 
law as indestructible, as, sure, dooms the ihllen 
adversary to dark, unfathomable anguish^ the 
pains of dread eternity? 

“ Or, on the other side, suppose himself, andi. 
not his adversary, should fall$ is there 
ward in Heaven for the breach of a 
ment ? and haw shall the soul appear bod)re 
Maker, having quitted earth in tfa|C 
of offending the Most High? 
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great the presumption for insignificant man to 

dare the vengeance of an Omnipotent power, 

by depriving of life the creature into whom 

our God had breathed it. Oh, Harold, my 

woman's argument may seem little worth to 

you, but from my trembling heart I feel such 

sorrow rise, when Lodwick speaks upon the ' 

subject, that lately I have dwelt long and 

solemnly over the demerits of so frightful a 

• 

custom.. It is not for us of mortal mould to 
decide whether or not a man deserves to die 
for an ofience similar to that against poor Gertry 
—only when blood is spilled, when life is 
forcibly taken, does our Saviour permit the 
punishment?" 

“ Then, dear aunt, Gertry's case is in point; 
she is dying from his treachery." 

’ “ Maybe, indeed, she is thus decaying, 
Harold; but, at God's will, her grieved soul 
will depart, not according to Sir Brook's 
pleasure!” 

Fardon.me, Aunt Marianne, I argued but 
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for the sake of hearing your reply ; our 
opinions differ not on subjects of this nature. 
The accident causing my poor father s death 
taught me to ponder deeply on suicide, and 
sudden preparations for a future state.” 

“ Yes, my Harold, and at the moment he 
was bidden to the judgment seat, his soul might 
have been iGilled with holy thoughts. God in 
his mercy seized the ripened fruit ere earthly 
toil had withered it again.” 

“ Such! such it must have been! Ever 
thou art my comforter, dear aunt,” said tli*' 
nephew, looking into her earnest face with 
grateful and venerating fondness. 

“ How little I imagined,” continued Lady 
Wilverton, “ that my first favourite, Brook 
Emmersly, would have darkened the paths of 
so many young destinies, where either a warm 
heart or beautiful face was presented to his guile. 
He is now in the artillery, I think you said. 
Oh, yes! I recollect hearing of his appearing to 
a lady in a suit of black, so different a costume. 

VOL. I. 
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to that his acquaintance had usually seen 
him wear, upon which she made her best cour¬ 
tesy, supposing him to be a new arrival, when 
the pealing laugh of her old acquaintance 
betrayed him. She describes him as super¬ 
cilious to a degree, with a stately air of ele¬ 
gance, and a peculiar lighting of the counten¬ 
ance, that induces most people to pronounce 
him handsome; his impressive intonation is 
all I remember to be striking about him. 
Madame Estalles'related many unfavourable 
instances of his treachery to our sex, and 
wondered at his talent for allaying the wrath 
of almost implacable enemies; surely she will 
never permit him into her presence again. 

“ Mary brought me a card that had once 
evidently been the property of Gertrude Grey, 
as I hurriedly attired myself to join Beverley 
and his unfortunate guest, intreating me to 
take charge of it; and if Gertrude, who was, to 
be my companion, seemed to fear she had 
lost any part of her scraps, to drop it in her 
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room, so that she might imagine no eye save 
her own had seen it. Poor Mary, she is sadly 
afraid to mention the name to her cousin—fits 
and fainting are sure to succeed. 

“ What did the card possess to render it so 
valuable ? May I not know.” 

“ Only Brook's name effaced, and the fol¬ 
lowing lines, which, though almost silly to a 
third person, plainly evince her mysterious 
devotion to him. 

‘ If I could learn to love him less, 

Because he taught me ill! 

And sorrow and deep wretchedness, 

I yet must love him still.’” 

“ Only think, dearest aunt, if at the end of 
tiiis month I may in person risk my suit to 
Miss Clairlowe; ofier to the proud Mary an 
unsullied name—a spotless escutcheon?” 

“ Harold, exult not yet,” thought Lady 
Wilverton, as he lifted her from her horse; 
“ how many hopes more near accomplish- 
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ment, how many joys half realized, have been 
in one dark moment blighted.” 

George Dentnoris met his brother in the 
hall, his fece beaming with exultation, as he 
held forth a letter with its superscription in 
the hand-writing of the beautiful girl whose 
every look and tone was fresh upon our hero’s 
heart, brightened by the hope now gilding 
the sweet memories. 

“ See, Aunt Marianne, such a long letter 

l.*4, S 

Miss Clairlowe.” 

■ ^ But none for me?” asked Lady Wilver- 
ton. “ No letter for me ?” 

Oh, yes! a short one, though, compared 
to mine,” said the happy boy, yielding to 
Harold the prize for perusal. It ran thus:— 

“ Mt dear George, 

We all leave Marchmont next weet/^fe 
as the Spring’s first beauties hold us closer to 
our native land. Yet I must not repine; it 
is believed that thw proposed wanderings of 
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ours, if immediately begun, will assist to re¬ 
store dear Gertry. I fear they will not—can¬ 
not have so happy a result. She would prefer 
remaining near your aunt, who, by this same 
post, will receive mammals earnest invitation 
to make one of us. Gertry misses her society 
even now; indeed, Lady Wilverton’s presence 
seems necessary to the poor sufferer’s peace. 
How I wish you would come too. You may 
be vain, ad libitum, if I tell you I want to 
have you for my attachd. Has Sarah finished 
her rosary for Mrs. Bacon? Little pagiui 
that she is, to compose a pendent of perfumed 
beads. Write me every particular about your 
party; who you visit, and who visits you; 
how many times your uncle walks abroad; 
how often you all ride. I had forgotten to 
say that Mr. Percy Loder goes with papa. 
We spend one month at Clarens, if the climate 
suits Gertrude, The Delvors are there — 
thence proceed we to Florence. Remember 
Mary Clairlowe to all your circle—to Sarah, 

0 2 
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the dearest love —and all best wishes for your¬ 
self Should Mr. Harold Dentnoris be with 
you, dear George, please make our compli¬ 
ments to him.” 

Marchraont.” 

« 

Lady Wilverton's acquiescence was con¬ 
veyed by the next hour's post—how differ¬ 
ent emotions the one just passed had elicited* 
The dreaded truth appeared to he revealed by 
Mary's own confession! Harold read the con¬ 
firmation of his fears. He saw—he felt— 
Percy had been accepted, and himself, the 
disinherited, forgotten, perchance despised. 
Ah! yes, thought he—Wliy should I have 
dreamed it possible, the admired and gifted 
Mary Clairlowe, the wealthy heiress of so 
many fortunes, should love a wretch, forlorn 
a^ I am—a gloomy type of man’s unhappi- 

I « 

^S8. Let it be—I am restored to rank, my 
name is of proud Uncage—all I want I have, 
friends, home, and land—wealth, too, I have 
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more than doubly hers. She knows it not; 
she still retains, alone, the memory of a 
discarded Illegitimate! One who gratefully 
accepts a pittance for support—the mainte¬ 
nance none dare withhold. And for a spirit 
sordid as this shall I pine? Shall ray heart 
yearn for sympathy from such an one ? No! 
Mary Clairlowe, thine eye’s blue gentleness was 
not mine own. Oh 1 vainly did I watch the 
purple shadows deepening into thought, and 
blessed my mournful gloominess for bringing 
me thy kind, thy blessed charity, thy onto 
untainted, as beloved, consideration. Now al: 
is changed—go and be glad—go wed with the 
much envied Percy. Would to Heaven I be¬ 
lieved him fitted for the lord of thy proudly 
noble heart. With a sigh of desolate wilful¬ 
ness, Harold turned from the characters on 
the white perfumed note. Oh! how sadly 
ungenerous the blind deity induces people to 
be sometimes, when absent hearts are full of 
love and profound recollections, each for each, 



296 ' GOALS AND GUERDONS; OR, 

the sightless god forswears his own creations 
if the lover or the loved one be apart. Ah, 
yes! And vain must that one be, who firmly 
trusts to absent faith. 

The day and hour approached when Lod- 
wick must leave the quiet joys of home, its 
beloved circle,—more than all to him now, 
the wan girl, by whom and for whom he had 
watched and prayed; who had taught his soul 
to love, passionately and despairingly. 

The shade of parting sorrow shrouded the 
laughing beam of his handsome face, as he 
carelessly trod the hall, entered a few months 
previously in almost boisterous happiness. 
Oh, change of heart! How singularly and 
painfully things, familiar things, objects loved 
of old, grow dark or light, as its influence 
comes over us! Yesterday the thunder-cloud 
of life's reality scarce dimmed the haunts we 
traversed, for then the adored one journeyed 
with us. To-day, the sun shines gaily on the 
self-same spot, yet dreariness and obscurity 
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are there; darkness encompasseth it, while 
dismal vacancy wastes the lone heart of 
thought, and sighs away its comforting com¬ 
munions. The eye rests not upon the form 
beloved, the car hears not the peal of gladness. 
The heart of the mourner is desolate. Lodwick 
Clairlowc was an altered man; he loved in 
utter hopelessness; and the feeling once con¬ 
demned by him as pusillanimous, now became 
his glory. He lived upon a phantom-dream, 
yet he was happy — if not happy, at least 
contented to love on, and paint the future 
with his own warm rainbow colours of \ivid 
enthusiasm. 


END OF VOL. I. 



LON DOS: 

SAVILL AND EDWAUDS, FJIINTEBS 
4 . CMASDOS STIIEET. 





GOALS AND GUERDONS: 

ou, 

THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 


VOL. IL 




GOALS AND GUERDONS 


OR, 


THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 


BY 

A VERY OLD LADY. 


** There's a divinitjr doth shape our ends. 
Rough-hew them how we will." 

SlIAKSPEnE. 


IN TWO VOLUMES. 

VOL. II. 


LONDON: 

CHARLES OLLIER, 

SOUTHAMPTON STRRET, STRAND. 

1848. 




GOALS AND GURIIDONS: 




OR, 


TJ[E CHRONICLES OF A LIFE. 


CHAPTER. T. 

“ Ch’iefs of mine own lie heavy in my hroast; 

AVhifli thon wilt propagate, to have it press’d 
With more of thine; this lo\e, that thou hast shown, 
Doth add more g^i'icf to too mu(*h of my own.” 

, jSiiakspeauh 

“ Ifc took her hand; a moment o’er his face 
A tablet of imutternble thoufthls 
WoH traced, and then it faded, as it came; 

He dropp’d the hand he held, and with slow steps, 
Ketired.” 

The Dream. 

We must quit tlie scenes enacting at tlic 
Rectory and Marchmont, and return to a de¬ 
scription of tlie visit to Lodor Castle. A few 
YOL. ir. IJ 
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days subsequent to the arrival of the Clair- 
lovve’s, Percy Loder vfas closeted with his 
merry old mother, endeavouring almost vainly 
to make her understand the slight encourage¬ 
ment Miss Clairlowe gave to his addresses, 
adding, that Lord Delvor had intimated some¬ 
thing about Mr. Debtnoris. 

** And if,” said the disappointed son, Miss 
Clairlowe really admires that handsome fellow, 
small reason have I to think of ultimate suc¬ 
cess in winning the race.” 

But, Percy, recollect, nothing would in¬ 
duce her father to permit his advances: fancy 
reading in the Morning Post, the marriage of 
Colonel ClairRwe’s charming daughter, heiress 
of so-and-so, and so-and-so, and what else they 
know, to Harold Dentnoris, Esq., natural son 
and disinherited heir of Lord Dentnoris, 
&c« &G«” 

“ No, no! they could not word it so un- 
manneredly.” 

“ Hold, ray dear child; I am aware that the 
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insertion after my supposed fashion, would be 
impossible, yet truth will out; besides, I do 
not credit her regard for him to such an ex¬ 
tent. I was present the other morning when 
Lady Wilverton announced, that both tlie 
Rector and his nephew had business which 
precluded their coming here—1 saw nothing 
particular in her manner/' 

The loquacious lady talked on, unable to 
interpret the silence of her inattentive listener, 
lie had marked the effect of the above infor¬ 
mation on the quiet Mary, Percy Loder had 
a good and truthful heart, warped, it is true, 
by prejudice and old forms, yet his mind 
roamed free from the dissembling sophistry of 
the world—he rendered right to every man, 
and too soon acknowledged the influence of 
Miss Clairlowe'a graceful mirth and continual 
good humour. Himself reserved and moody, 
her smiles subdued by the one thought she 
dared not reveal, her thousand attributes of 
pleasing enslaved* him copiplctely, much to the 

B 2 
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satisfaction of the parent, who fondly wished 
her son’s wife to he all that Mary Clairlowe 
was. 

“Your meditations over, sweet sir, then 
maybe you can afford to answer yea or nay to 
my proposal.” 

Say on, my mother.” 

Well, now, since you cannot, I will dis¬ 
cover how your liopes may or may not be 
supported in that quarter.” 

How? not surely by questioning her?” 

No, no, leave me alone—I understand.” 
And away trotted the busy old lady in imme¬ 
diate search of the object of their conversation, 
and m^rng made the circuit of the conser¬ 
vatories, found her intended companion to 
Alverton leisurely overlooking a bed of spring 
violets. 

Will yon take a scat in my carriage, Miss 
Clairlowe? I want a companion—some* one 
who can devote two .hours to charity, and an 
old woman!” 
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“ Willingly; but upon what mission aro 
going?** inqtrti'od Mary. “ And may I go iis 
I am?** 

‘‘ Just as you are,’* replied Lady Lodm*. I 
am going to wijpcss the children’s annual 
dinner at the Lodge, and nothing can be 
prettier than that coquettish-looking straw 
affair upon your head at this moment. So olf 
let us bo.” 

“ It is an unfair advantage I am about to 
take with this young girl,” thought Lady Loder, 
as she followed her glancing step into the 
carriage, “ but for my son’s sake I will hazard 
itwhile poor Mary felt glad as tlie horses set 
off, whirling her from the insipid society of 
that vei’y son: and, despite her firm resolve, 
tlietti was something in the parting scene 

between Miss Clairlowe and Percy which 

■ 

nearly drove the officious mother from her 
purpose, forcing her reluctantly to adopt the 
fears she till then believed impossible to be 
•entertained. 
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** Mary, do you think my dear boy ah hand¬ 
some as Iliirold Dentnoris?” $ai<Fsho, suddenly 
addressing her young friend. 

“ No,” was neai’ly responded, but the lips, 
though still silent, had to^ the truth, and 
again Lady Loder’s heart misgave her. 

“ There is no similarity in their appear¬ 
ance,” replied l^Iary, sorry for the near com¬ 
pletion of the unguarded negative. “ Your 
son is much younger, too, than Harold—Mr. 
Harold Dentnoris,” she added, blushing at the 
familiar appellation she had heard herself 
pronounce. 

“ Younger, I confess; but do yon, my love, 
like Harold—Mr. Harold Dentnoris,” said tlie 
(plaint old lady, imitating Miss Clairlowc's 
embarrassment, ‘‘ Delvor told me many^ftles 
of* Venice, its commerce, population, and in 

4 * 

fact the occupation of some strangers there— 
parties at the English ambassadoi'^s, 

“ If he related anything of our movements, 
it could not have been very entertaining or 
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ini^tructive. We passed a tedious two months 
there,” observed Mary. 

Yet one memory, my little sophist, must 
have left the scent of its flowers upon your 
heart.*' 

‘‘What memory, dear lady?” 

“ Come now, Mary Clairlowc, 1 will frankly 
avow the object of these questious. I wish to 
fliid oiit something necessary to the peace of 
my son.” 

“ I know not what discovery you wish to 
make, my dear lady; but of course it is the 
greatest nonsense in the world.” 

“ No, dear Mary, not the greatest nonsense 
~let us be ingenuous to one another.” 

“ But what concerning? Nothing connected 
with Venice can possibly interest your son I” 

“ It does though, Mary; and concerns Harold 
Dentnoria.” 

Miss Clairlowe’s brow suffused* An angry 
expression flitted over her countenance. She 
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could not reply. Yet what cause fur so un¬ 
equivocal an agitation ? ■ 

My son*—my poor boy, already Ipves you, 
Mary,” added the mother, taking advantage 
of her victim’s silence; while I and his Ihthcr 
heartily approve his choice.” 

Mary trembled. She had read determination 
in the mild eye of Percy Loder. She had thought¬ 
lessly elicited little services from his effeminate 
disposition—she had received his many praises 
smilingly,perhaps indifferently—^for “love”and 
“ him” seemed wholly incompatible. Another 
was in that heart—its sole, lone occupant. 

“ Dear Lady Loder,” said she,’after recover- 
ing from the sudden surprise j “ I have known 


]\Ii% Percy but seven short days, counting from 
the moment of our meeting, and if wo both 
^oved to distraction, the feelihg would be as 
' evanescent as first-sight love gem^rally is. 


He and I could cure ourselves, I think, with- 
out the loss of anything, iave a sfgh oi^ two.” ’ 
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“ Alary, you do not speak like yoursell*. Aly 
son loves you. You love Harold Dentnoris.” 

It was too much. Miss Clairlowe felt really 
indignant, and raising her head proudly, 
coldly replied -—“ Lady Lodcr, I am not at 
liberty to answer for your son, it is true. Nor 
am I vain enough to imagine I can have 
secured his kindliness on so short an acquaint¬ 
ance—sufficient for me to hope he does iwt 
love me. I have nothing to offer in exchange.'^ 

‘‘ I have offended you, my dear Mary. Pity 
your old friend if I have taken an injudicious 
method- of settling all my best hopes—of 
crushing a mother’s sincere desire.” 

The warm-hearted girl felt reproved. Ac¬ 
quainted with the character of Lady Loder— 
aware pf her overweening love for her only 
child, although conscious of the impropriety of 
the catechist’s mode nf acquiring a sure proof 
how-far his hopes might be established, Miss 
Clairlowe acknowledged to her own conscience 
that otjier than the chilling sentence just 

B 3 
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uttered, might have tranquillized the old lady, 
and answered her own purpose. Hastening, 
therefore, to rectify her error, she turned one 
of her irresistibly enchanting smiles to her 
companion, and gently kissing the wrinkled 
forehead, begged to be forgiven, tliat as yet 
her heart had been unwon. “ And I firmly 
believe,” she continued, ‘‘ I shall be reckoned 
among the stiflfest old maidens of my day.” 

A probable result to be achieved by the 
blueness of your pretty eyes, my love,” re¬ 
sponded her friend; “ but you will never care 
for my poor boy, I can see,” and the heavy 

w 

teardrop verified the fervent ejaculation. 

“ Lady, dear Lady Lodor, to say I shall not 
care for anything that belongs to you, would 
falsify my affeotiouate regard.” 

then, will you try to think of Percy 
kindly, dearly if possible ? Tell me, Mary, will 
you or will ydii not? Tell me, as you best 
determine. I see,T sec you hate him. Poor 
Percy!” 



IH£ CKBONICLSS Of A LlfE. 11 

“ Hate him, dear lady. Nay, for your sake 

a- 

I could not.” 

“ And will you let me tell him thus—that 
you think more of him than the rival he fears 
to compete with?” 

No more than for Lodwick, I never can,” v 
answered Mary. 

And my boy's heart so wholly yours?” 

“Ilis love has, indeed, been quickly won, 
dear lady.” 

Mary, 1 have done. I plead no more for 
liim, yet I ask you (since you esteem me your 
friend) who it is you do love? It is an im¬ 
pertinent question, 1 confess. 

“ It is Harold Dentnoris; and believe an 
honest old woman. when she tells you, Mary, 
that we all hope it may not bo so ; you have 
your pride of birth, and so have we; forgive a 
vexed mother—better that you wedded my son 
than the handsome Harold, the Illegitimate.” 

“ Lady Loder—I will notj may not, listen to 
your suspicions, but merely assure jrou that 
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Mr. Dentnoris 1ms uot even paid me the coin- 
pliments of common attention j on the contrary, 
he avoids Gkirtrude and myself/* 

“ I expect Gertrude has very Uttie to do 
with the* matter/* observed Lady Loder, in 
a subdued accent. “ You may trust me, Mary; 
1 am a rttde old woman; do uot rest your hopes 
on young Dentnoris—he is engaged elsewhere.’* 

“ Elsewhere!” exclaimed Miss Clairlowe, 
Completely surprised. 

Nay, I hardly know; but do not love 
him, Mary.” 

“ Lady Loder, we will cease; this discus¬ 
sion is not well, it is painful.” 

The irritated old lady was silent, as the 
carriage door flew open, and, notwithstanding 
IMiss Clairlowe’s cold reception of her wishes, 
she flattered herself pretty considerably that no 
marriage ever could take place between Harold 
Delitnoris and the daughter of Colonel Clair¬ 
lowe. 

When the agitated girl returned once more 
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to the quiet of her own j'ooiu, how much she 
longed for her cousin’s soft voice, to yield cou¬ 
rage and comfort to her wounded mind. Lady 
Lodcr, it is true, had sought and received un¬ 
conditional forgiveness,’still the memory sat 
upon her spirits like a warning nightmare. 
The idea, too, that Gertry’s miisings ought 
not to be interrupted by silly tales of worldly 
passion, while all her own piirticular thoughts 
<lwelt only on eternity, calmed the yearning, 
and bade our gentle heroine resolve to think 

no more about it. 

♦ 

The dinner-bell at length summoned her 
again to the crowd, as she sighed forth the sum 
of all her present heaviness ! Gertrude evi¬ 
dently dying, or soon to die—Lodwifck leaving 
home for active service—herself! ah,yes! and 
Mary confessed it felt not the lightest of her 
gtievings, quitting England without tlie chance 
of an interview with one on whom her tears 
and joy so utterly depended for diminution or 
enhancement. 
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On entering tljo drawing-room, Miss Clair- 
lowe felt the discomforting assurance that the 
son of a proud old man had been rejected by 
her, even to his mother; that reasons, the least 
complimentary in the world’s opinion, would 
be ascribed to her decision; th^n the worst 
fear, her conscience acknowledged, was that the 
babbling, though kind old lady, might reveal 
to Lady Wilverton, or her own mother, the 
suspicion of her devotion to the disinherited. 

She knew not that Lady Loder had bidden her 
son to hope on, and that this feeling dictated 
the frank kindness which tended considerably 
to remove the more unpleasing impressions 
from her oppressed mind. Had she overheard 
the rcpoif given by her friend to Percy Loder, 
concerning the result of their painful con¬ 
ference, Mary would have repelled his atten¬ 
tions, rather than have looked so beautifully 
grateful for the gentle mahner in which he re¬ 
ceived her rejection of his suit. 

Far otherwise was it with the admirer; his 
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mother saw the impassable gulf between Harold 
Dentnoris and Maiy Claklowe, and strength¬ 
ened his love with hope to bear away the prize. 

Lady Loder knew not, understood not, wo¬ 
man’s well tried love, its might upon the heart, 
or its depth within the temple of the soul. 

The hour had actually arrived! Lodwick 
was prepared to leave Marchmont; yet, thought 
he, do I go unblessed by one parting pledge 
from Gertrude Grey. 

With anxious haste he despatched a request 
to be admitted to the boudoir of his cousin. 

Gertrude, seated as usual on her softly pil¬ 
lowed chair, welcomed himcheei’fully; around 
her lay many a relic of Lodwick’s affection; he 
entered, the door closed, and the young soldier 
knelt before his earthly deity—to rise again 
unrewarded as ever. 

Lodwick!” said the invalid, in the calm 
cold tones she had lately assumed towards 
him. 

“ Oh, speak not like dropping ice, my pre- 
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cious, precious love, or you will kill me; you 
know not how you sting iny brain, and drive 
almost its tenderness away, by your miserable 
care to seem mor^ than marble to mo, Ger¬ 
trude.’* 

“ Iiodwick, I am dying! I have loved you 
always as I love you now.” 

The warm heart of her lover thrilled! falsely 
deeming that the earnestness of his words had 
overcome her fixe<l frigidity; and, carrying the 
long white fingers to his lips, kissed them in 
rapturous gladness, 

Lodwick!” repeated the low voice of Ger¬ 
trude, “ as a brother I love you; you mistake 
me,” added she, marking his look of irresolute 
disappointment; “ 1 want you to tell me when 
you arc likely to return—if in time for us to 
meet again on earth!” 

“ On earth! meet again, Gertrude?” 

“ Even so, Lodwick; I fear our next meet* 
ing cannot be at Marchmont; my doom, or-^ 
no—my peace, my joy! will soon be yonder,” 
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said she, pointing to the sky, which then 
beiinied through the trees in glorious blue* 
“Kill mo! kill me, Gertrude! Oh, how I 
have loved, adored, aye, worshipped you; 
whilst you, oh Gertrude, you drag me to the 
poisonous goal, and then tranquilly survey its 
rank certainty; and I, poor fool, treasure each 
weed of memory, each gentle look, with fever¬ 
ish fondness! But say, Gertrude,’^ continued 
Lodwick, turning calmly towards her, “ if I 
return more worthy of you—if honour and re¬ 
nown bo mine—wealth, you know, already is 
—but if to this I can add glory! will your 
high spirit look upon me tlien?^' 

“ Lodwick, wc shall meet again—I know it. 
Yes, upon this earth! wan and drooping as 
you sec me now.*’ 

“ Stay, stay, Gertrude! 1 cannot bear the 

* 

idea of your ftiding life.’* 

“ Yet let mo i^peak, dear Lody,** rejoined his 
cousin, in the accents of their younger*days. 

“ Bepcat not those tones of kindness, Ger-* 
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trudc—they drive me mad; it is not in your 
power to pity me.” 

Lodwick, listen,*^ said the feeble girl; 
“ the world may smile upon you—the praiscjs 
of woman bo yours. Your trophies may be 
blazoned by unprecedented triumphs; ay, 
Lodwiek, your mind, filled to surfeiting, may 
revel in a labyrinth of ambitious designs— 
deeds aolueved and deeds premeditated—yet, 
by all I suffer, by the love still sacred in my 
breast, by my prayers, my tears, a cousin's un¬ 
fathomable interest for your future weal,—I 
implore no more than blessings, supplicated 
from Heaven’s throne, for you, dear Lodwiek. 
I cannot be his—I will not be another's.” 

“ Gertrude, had you this regard for me, you 
could not gall me thus!” 

** Such love as angels bear you, Lody—^such 
love take from your poor cousin. It Js my 

truthful affection, Lodwiek, that adjures you 

♦ ' 

to restrain the wishes I caimot share, 

member, once I pledged my troth to one! 
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How unworthy he has proved himself, they 
tell me, Lodwick. Can you, then, believe, 
that, notwithstanding his derision and no- 
gleet, whole worlds of lovers could break the 
bond, or loose the golden chord tliat fastens 
round my heart, and binds rife to that faith. 
Oh! heed me, when I say, that your untried 
disposition, dear Lody, hath peril yet before 
it. Let not human worship for the great, or 
beautiful, displace the Christian’s first and ho¬ 
liest adoration.^’ 

“ Gertrude Grey !’* exclaimed Lodwick in¬ 
dignantly, “I feel your crashing coldness. 

May God bless you!’^ And in another few 

* 

moments the wretched Lodwick was far be- 
yond the neighbourhood of Marchmont. 
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<?HAPTER*1L 


Aluft, for the bright pronjise of our youth 1 
How soon the golden chords of hoi)e arc broken 
How soon wc liud that dreams we trusted most 
Are very shadows! 


Harold Bentnoris attended Lady Wilverton 
to the home whence its heir had just dcpartctl, 
wliile Mary Clairlowe still lingered at the win¬ 
dow, watching the^lust glimpse of her hi*othei’^s 
foniiij, 

They had been unexpectedly sunwnotted from 
%tjdcr Castle; and since their return no per¬ 
ceptible improvement had’taken place in Miss 
Grey’s health; it became, therefore, a matter 
of urgent necessity for them to quit En^anJ 
immediately. 
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A carriage at length interrupted her medi¬ 
tations; and, all roseate with the hope of meet¬ 
ing her constant dream once more, she turned 
with a buoyant step to welcome the arrivals. 

Scarcely daring a look at the opening door, 
her car waited to catch the sound of a long 
estranged voice. 

Harold, however, had departed, and Mary 
felt that—he ivas gone. 

The despairing youth had simply left his 
aunt, grasped the friendly hand of the Co¬ 
lonel, caught one glance of the happier Percy 
—and vanished. 

For the first time Mary^s heart deceived 
her; in its struggle for repose and pre-occupa¬ 
tion with her brother’s sorrow, she vainly an¬ 
ticipated tranquillity for her own bosom. 

Her mother and Gertrude observed her al¬ 
ternating colour—the pale cheek, the listless 
dropping of the arms—and guessed too well 
the cause. 

# 

Mrs. Clairlowe congratulated herself tl^at 
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change of scene would remove the image of 
the fa^inatlng Harold; Gertrude sighed; and 
Lady Wilverton followed with her eyes the 
unhappy girl, who moved silently from the 
wLthdraw!ng*room. . 

Is this the heroism of which she thought 
herself capable—tears, floods of tears, burst¬ 
ing sighs, and spiritless despair? Alas for 
woman’s tenderness— 

To see the once so clear blue orb 
Its summer light and warmth forget-*- 
Darkening beneath its tearful lid, 

Like a rain-beaten violet. 

“ Is this thy frfte, sweet Mary,” thought the 
wondering Percy—“ No! I woo thee no more; 
my mother’s kindness has deceived me!” 

No one whispered u reference to her sorrow; 
noTone seemed to heed her misery, despite the 
universal sympathy so tacitly awarded by every 
member of that circle. 

And Mary sealed anew the gushing fountain 
of her momentarily unlocked feelings. 

Harold’s last visit had convinced her how 
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little he cared for her; and in the sad hour’s 
communion, she trembled to remember how 
nearly her lone secret had been extorted. 

“ Ah, yes!” murmured Mary, the hand¬ 
some rich Percy in our train is well—’tis better 
that it should be so. I will school my spirits— 
come, excellent dissemblance, aid my poor heart 
in this bitterness!” Then, calming lier mind, 
with a bent knee, she wept in contrite sadness, 
to think how wilfully she had questioned the 
ordinances of the Most High—“‘If it be Ilis 
will to try me, why should I repine?” and 
JMary Clairlowe rose healthfully comforted. 

Then the hope that Harold yet might recol¬ 
lect the looks of intense inquiry he had so fre¬ 
quently bent on her, stole into the wily re¬ 
cesses of memory, and gave to her step and 
tone the lightness it had lost. Mary had not 
prayed in the brief moments of her kneeling 
posture; her mind was merely seeking a hal¬ 
lowed influence over the thoughts within it— 
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she wUhecl to free herself from the engrossing 
devotion to the only being who had intuitively 
wakened her to love thoroughly and unvary¬ 
ingly ; she felt more assured in her Maker’s 
presence in her kneeling posture—He saw and 
comforted her. 

Anotlier month, and our friends were all 
dispersed! Mr. Slade continued in London, 
having encountered Serious opposition from 
the deposed Lord Dentnoris. June arrived, 
and with it a kind repetition of the invitation 
from Loder Castle for Harold, his sister, and 
brother, notwithstanding the absence of Mr. 
Loder. 

Upon entering the park gates, Harold and 
his companions were surprised to hear their 
names distinctly pronounced, followed by an 
^vitation to join the Indies. A pretty Miss 
Belton supported the arnji of Lady Loder, to 
whom the newly arrived party were speedily 
introduced; but one of George’s letters to 
Miss Clairlpwe will better describe the iiu- 
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deviating monotony of their amusements du¬ 
ring the first week:— 

This is a most stupid place, my dear Miss 
Clairlowe, without you; however, I do think 
Harold is at last in love,—and I am sixteen; 
why I think he is really in love, is for this 
reason: they say people are very quiet, and 
absent, and care for nobody else when that is 
the case. I hope Miss Grey continues to get 
better. Sarah and I both were so glad to 
hear she had walked across the room twice. 
1 only know if Charles Bacon had ])oen pre¬ 
sent, he would not liave admired the screech 
Sarah gave when I read that part of your 
letter. ‘ Ah!’ she screamed, ‘ I know she 
will come back to us soon, and well. Oli! 
liow happy it will make me; tell her so, 
Georgy, when you write.^ Tell I^fr. Loder, 
too, please, that!have had ‘Leopold’ confined. 
You would have laughed at an incident the 
other day, when we all went to look at tlie dog, 
YOL. II. g 
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Miss Belton, of whom I have told you before, 
dropped her handkerchief; Harold quietly 
picked it up, and put it into his pocket. I 
was going to tell him of the mistake, when 
Lady Loder said, * No! no! my dear, don't 
interfere.* Well, 1 did not; but a very little 
while afterwards, Sir William came back on 
your beautiful horse, that Mr. Percy keeps 
for you. Well! 1 liardly know how to de¬ 
scribe it, because you cannot sec kind, fussy 
Lady Loder, open her eyes and say, ‘ JFie, Mr. 
DentnorisI’ nor Miss Mary Anne Belton blush, 
a thing she does not often take the trouble 
of doing. Sarah and I were sorry at first, but 
from laughter we were soon reduced to gravity, 
by the affronted young lady snatching away the 
pocket-handkerchief fr<3m my brother. I never 
saw^hermoveso agilely before. Harold had wiped 
the foam from the bridle and knees of his liorse 
with it, and was in the act of throwing it to 
the groom, when Miss Belton discovered it. 
He was very much annoyed, and asked how 
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he came by the handkerchief at all? but he 
always so dreadfully forgetful now, and so^ 
low spirited, I shall be glad when wo return 
to Norton Valence; we have great news for 
you, but I must not tell it; indeed, the un¬ 
certainty about ^arold^s success, even still, 
makes me afraid to tell it before it happens.’’ 

* if «■ * 

G. Denikoris.” 

When it seemed impossible any more opposi¬ 
tion c<mld take place, IVir. Beverley Dentnoris 
had communicated the glad tidings of Harold’s 
restored title, &c., to his younger charges. Sub¬ 
sequently, however, obstacles and impediments 
had arisen of a novel and serious nature, fru$- 
rating even Mr. Slade’s clever perseverance; 
and the discomfited heir was once again sub¬ 
jected to the fluctuating, hopes connected 
therewith, 

Mary Anne Belton was a pretty blonde, apa¬ 
thetic, amiable, and v^ry willing to obey any 
orders, without a dissentient thought. 

c2 
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She was desired to be constantly with 
Harold ; while he, whose memory was ab¬ 
sorbed by the clever, animated, joyous Mary, 
felt no other emotion in the society of his 
harmless companion, than that she seldom dis¬ 
turbed his musings by conversation,—in fact, 
she was precisely the person he would have 
selected, since some one must be thrown to 
his lot. Every when, and almost everywhere, 
therefore, Harold and Mary Anno Belton were 
inseparable; at the harp, in song, at work,— 
indeed at all seasons, save at her toilet, to 
which, if Lady Loder had requested his ad¬ 
mission, the gentle spinster would have de¬ 
sired her equally apathetic abigail to request his 
presence. Yet I much question whether the 
unfeminine notion would not have roused 
Harold Dentnoris from his lethargic habits. 

As for the god Cupid, he never thought it 
worth while to squander his arrows on such 
unprofitable game. IMiss Belton would have 
wondered, and gently extracted the ruffling 
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AvciipOH, aird slept away its sting by the very 
next niorning. 

Miss Clairlowe passed the letter to her 
father, who, with the rest of the breakfast 
party, had been .mutely watching the tran¬ 
sient suffusions on the lovely reader’s face. 
Why, Lady Wilverton!” cried the merry 
Colonel, “ your nephew is in love at last.” 

In love. Colonel Clairlowe?” 

‘‘Ay! yes, in love! Its odd, very odd, though, 
it should be with Mary Anne Belton. Why, she 
can^t say ‘ Boh to a goose.’ How, in the name 
of Egypt’s kings, did she manage to fascinate 
such a clever fellow as Harold Deutnoris? 
He is the finest fellow I ever saw. What the 
devil does he marry her for ?” 

“ Is he really to be married—and shortly ?” 
asked Gertrude. “ But, Mary, may not I 
read the letter?” 

Her cousin had left the room, yet break¬ 
fast had scarce begun, 

“ I am as likely to proffer my services for 
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a Lady AbLcss^s appointment, or you for a 
Friar^s, my dear sir,'^ observed Lady Wilvcr- 
toii. Yet she, 'as well as others, interpreted 
the change alluded to in George’s communi¬ 
cation into the marriage about to take place. 

Lady Wilverton was not acquainted with the 
fact of the Rector’s having made known the re- 
. cognition of Harold’s title to the children. She 
would most certainly have condemned liis trust¬ 
ing the information until every path to litiga¬ 
tion had been closed; sd that the idea of the 
concluding paragraph’s bearing reference to 
that subject never occurred to her. 

‘‘ Why shouldn’t he wed who he likes?’’ 
said the Colonel, provokingly. 

“Why should he not, my dear sir? I 
know the accused,” rejoined Lady Wilverton, 
good humouredly; “but I will go and see 
what ails Mary.” 

The sy&pathising Marianne Wilverton well 
knew the cause of her retirement from the 
table, and sighed to think of the darkened 
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aspect to Harold’s “ future,” if the blushes of 
Mary Clairlowe were insincerp. At times it 
was impossible not to believe her engagement 
to Mr. Loder. At others, the sound of Ha¬ 
rold’s name called forth the sigh, hushed in its 
breathing-passage from the heart, and half con¬ 
soled Aunt Mai’ianne. 

“ Mary,” said she, bending over her, as the 
troubled girl sat listlessly gazing from the 
casement over the broad, clear waters beneath. 
“ JVIary, love, what arc you thinking of? and 
what book is this in your hand, but none of 
its contents in your little head, I am sure?” 

“ Oh! Lady WilvertonI my head aches; I 
am dispirited, and begged from mamma to be 

* w 

excused.” 

“ Dear Mary I is there no other Childe 
Harold of whom you would know something, 
besides the hero of this volume?” 

‘‘ Lad> Wilverton—I inow—at least-^” 

“ Never mind, iny dear Mary, what you 
know; do not raise your eyes, if you wish not 
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to look upon one who sees your warm heart 
plainer than you conceive, my dear girl; at 
all events, I hope I do. And I tell you, Mai*y, 

I 

that other hearts arc faithful, too.** 

Mary Clairlowc raised her eyes, hut Lady 
Wilverton had quitted the apartment* 

The conviction of her imprudent revelation 
pained, yet gratified the aunt; she felt that 
now or never was the moment to save her 
nephew from despair; and cost what it might— 
provided she infringed not on what was just or 
right—Lady Wilverton felt determined to im¬ 
part at least an intimation of lIarold*s un¬ 
swerving attachment. 

Miss Clairlowc quickly recovered her com¬ 
posure ; there was something in her kind friend's 
announcement that chased the demon liorn her 
fiincy, and bade her still steal from recollection 
courage to support her through the approach¬ 
ing or^ftl. 

have a letter also,” said Mr. Loder, meet- 
> * ' 

^4hg the object of his ambitious love; ** it is 
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from my uiothei*.” The billet was passively ac¬ 
cepted, with a coldly uttered—“yes, thank 
you/' Percy could no longer endure this dis¬ 
tant manner, but, bursting into womanlike 
tears, exclaimed, “ I leave you, Miss Clair- 
lowo, to-night—my mother, you perceive, re¬ 
quires iny presence and assistance, to nurse a 
rival—a man I like too well to hate~and now 
can scarcely envy. Ah, Mary Clairlowc, 
look kindly into these poor eyes once more, 
pour comfort into my soul through them, and 
then farewell to all my prayers. Mary, dear 
Mary—my first, my last love—the first and 
only nionient I have ever thus addressed you,, 
forgive me—thoughts must have vent to-day. 
My diminutive form, my effeminate pallor, you 
taught me by your kindness to forget; I am 
punished; the goal I aimed at is not won, but 
certain and sincere will bo my everlasting 
petitions for you both, llely on my care for 
Mr. Dentnoris. Mary, he shall be cherished 

m 

like gemmed gold for your dear sake.” - 

c 3 - • 
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‘‘ Mr. Loder,.! beseech you not to detain me 
longer; I assure you it is only the friendliness 
of years I feel for Mr. Dentnoris; I could not 
bear to tell kim even this.” 

m 

Miss Clairlowe, time and opportunity 
have wrenched your secret Irom you—not from 
your lips, but from your actions—stay, I in¬ 
treat you; let me say, that none save a disap¬ 
pointed man could dare to tell you thus ntuch. 
I sought your love, and would have given up 

every other thing to win, to-blessed thought 

—to keep it. It is over! not my love—that 
must die away in wasted spirits, and humbled 
thought—I will see to that. Assure me that 
you perfectly understand my feelings, and 
guard my secret. I am a very woman in my 
jealousy of ridicule, and here I confess what 
shall henceforth die with me. Farewell.— 
Yet stay,” he cried, forcing a change of theme; 

4 M 

“ can you allow Wilson, or Johnson, to rectify 
this ugly purse?” 

“ Oh, yes; but it is indeed too old,” answered 
his agitated listener. 
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“ Whence can I obtain its substitute, Ma¬ 
demoiselle?’^ 

‘‘I will find you a better,” said Mary, 
glad that the interview had terminated wfth 
nothing further for her to speak regarding the 
overpowering theme. She drove away her 
burthening thoughts, however, and hastened 
to bring her own purse for Mr. Loder’s use. 

“ It is my best, and made by dear mamma,” 
said Mary, “ so prize it for her workmanship, 
at least as luuch as being my gift.” 

' Percy took the hand which lield it, aiid' 
pressing both to his lips, replied, “ And this 
gift. Miss Clairlowe, seals more than a lover’s 
faith to you. I laboui* on without a guerdon 
in prospect; my goal, that Heaven above us. 
May I add one word?” 

“ Say on; but I implore you, do not renew 
the subject of love,' my good Mr. Loder.” 

“ It is of love that I would speak, Miss Clair¬ 
lowe—of regard, unassociated with mv own vain 
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liopes—it is of your consideration for another 
—the road is dangerous to both—Miss Clair- 
lowe cannot marry him /’* 

“ Mr. Loder! again I say I would not—^but 
this is not for me to determine; I know him 
so little that-” 

“ Fie, Miss Clairlowc—treat me less insin¬ 
cerely ; you know his character, his worth, his 
liigh aspirings, aye, his devotion.’^ 

“ Indeed, yes; and since he will marry MiSs 
Belton, I am glad of it.” 

“ No, you are not, though. Miss Clairlowc 
could scarcely speak an untruth—our false 
minds portray a thousand things in lights and 
shades at times, and you, ere to-morrow week, 
shall hear of the truthfulness or falsehood of 
the report. Your heart shall be tranquillized 
by your rejected, yet earnest friend, Percj^ 
Loder. Oh! my mother, how thy heart will 
mourn for despair. Adieu! adieu! Miss Clair- 
lowe.” 

That night Lady Wilverton and Mr. Loder 
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left rioreiicc for England; Harold had been 
’ taken alarmingly ill, and symptoms of brain 
fever had begun to show themselves. 

Mary Anne Belton was his only nurse— 
nor would he take anything from other hands 
during his delirium. 

On Percy he continually pronounced solemn 
benedictions, till at length the kind old mother 
resolved to hasten her son’s return; the man¬ 
date was obeyed, and not many hours after 
the decrease to their party, Colonel and Mrs. 
Clairlowe also decided on returning to dear 
England, greatly to the satisfaction of the 
young ladies; Gertrude having wonderfidly 
revived, and no one supposing that the flicker¬ 
ing beams of apparent strength were but the 
precursors of prostration; more severe with 
qach returning day. 

At Paris the pale girl’s health again rapidly 

changed, and a halt was proposed by her 

* ' • 

good uncle: the physician in their suite pro¬ 
nouncing it impossible to continue the journey 
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until several days’ entire rest had been ob¬ 
tained. 

In the gay metropolis of France, nothing was 
heard of more than the enchantment attending 
the sayings and doings of the beautiful Countess 
Estallcs, and the exquisite Englishman in her 
train. At the same time it was reported that 
the Count, her husband, had fled to America 
to avoid the intrusions of dunning credi¬ 
tors, his charming wife being considered an 
all-sufficient recompence for her lord’s mis¬ 
deeds. At the embassy the brilliant woman 
reigned exclusively supreme among her dis¬ 
tinguished compatriots. 

Mary and her mother were now completely 
occupied by the dying Gertrude, whose pass¬ 
port to the realms of Heaven appeared so near. 

“ Can we not leave earlier than Mr. Tor¬ 
rent implies?” asked the sufierer; “it would 
be gladness to die in my father’s country, 
since I have quitted my mother^s land, dear 
aunt. See, there is nothmg in the sky or on 
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the earth to, speak of death, but my own wan 
face, and in this giddy town 1 feel unmeet 
to go direct to the great judgment seat.” 

“ When you like, my treasure, you shall go 
on,” said the Colonel—“ whenever my poor 
Gej’try feels strong enough.” 

Now, then, this very day ?” 

“ Alas, the time will not permit it; suppose 
Avc fix on the day after to-morrow, and I will 
summon Dentnoris and Lady Wilverton to 
meet us at Boulogne, if Harold is better, my 
dear, shall 1 ?” asked the warm-hearted soldier* 

“ Thank you, thank you!” breathed the 
exhausted invalid, and sank on her pillow in 
sleep. 

“ Here is a note of inquiry from ‘ La Bello 
Anglaise/ ” said Colonel Clairlowe—“ it is like 
her impertinence. * Say ‘ my compliments.’ ” 

“Nothing more, sir?” 

“ Nothingmore.” 

Dear old man, he little knew the resentful 
temper of the woman he affronted, nor sus** 



40 GOALS AND GUEliDONS; Ofi, 

pccted it possible that for his offenipc she would 
embitter the last few moments of his beloved 

f 

niece’s sojourn in the neighbourhood. 

Miss Clairlowc had passed each day in read- 
ing or conversing with her cousin; and often 

I 

the early memories of their youth were reverted 
to, and each sad retrospect carefully omitted 
from the rosary their fancies threaded, steal¬ 
ing from the past its flowers, imploring from 
the to come” its own j)ui*e heavenly guerdons. 

The next morning was unusually resplen¬ 
dent, and all Paris seemed to be in Sunday 
dress, as the bells of the numerous churches 
pealed through the streets. 

Gertrude intreated them* to leave her in 
Johnson’s charge, and attend the chimiiig of 
the Sabbath call. She begged so earnestly 
that they would seek the ^public worship of 
their God, it was impossible to reject her^ 
pleading voice.; consequently, though not with¬ 
out a strong desire to stay, and many a sigh 
at doing her. bidding, the good Colonel led off 
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his wife and child to the pretty Protestant 
church-. 

“ Bring the large Bible and read it to me, 
Johnson,” said Miss Grey. A scream suc¬ 
ceeded to the wish—Brook Emmersly knelt be¬ 
fore her. Gertrude fainted; kindly, and with 
gentleness, he bore her through the hall, and 
again pressed to his bosom the form once so 
fondly loved. Sir Brook had watched the hotel 
containing his victim for many days, hoping 
to find some moment when Gertrude might be 
approached alone. The Countess entertained 
suspicions concerning these pedestrianisms of 
her sworn attache; and she it was who stood 
before the two—^^Gertrude inanimate! Brook 
haughty and composed to herself! tender and 
yearning to his lost neglected love. 

Ida noted this tenderness. 

“ Brook Emmersly, I will be revenged 1’^ 
ejaculated the wild devoted woman; and, tear¬ 
ing her glove from her hand, seized a pen and 
paper, wrote a few words, and fled. 
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“ Your revenge, my bright-eyed Countess V* 
sarcastically muttered the crud man; ‘‘your 
revenge! ha! ha! Gertrude, are you better?” 
asked Sir. Brook, pressing the cold hand. 
“ Hath my presence tortured you, my love? 
‘Hath Gertrude Grey forgotten me?” 

“ No, Sir Brook! no! I have not,” whispered 
the reviving girl; “but, Johnson, why £avc 
you admitted any one?” 

“ She merely allowed me to see you, in pity 
to my intreaties,” replied the betrayer. 

“ Oh, Sir Brook, why do you thus belie the 
truth? why run your present course of folly, 
and, perchance, of vice? I look upon you, and 
forget your treason.” 

« 

“ My treason, most beautiful?” 

“ Nay, Sir Brook, I £^m near to death—^my 
fleeting houi’S are numbei*ed. Hear me; leave 
poor Ida ; she loves you dearly, it is told, 
you—yqu treat her cruelly. She is 
' wedded, too, and yet resents your care for 
others. 1 have no jealousies. Do not look 
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suspiciously on a dying girl. I pray you, leave 
me now. Thank you for rclnembering poor 
Gertrude Grey. Pray, leave me; my uncle 
must not meet you here.” 

‘‘ May I see you once again in his pre¬ 
sence, Gertrude?” inquired the .perfidious 
lover. 

<<^Never!” she replied, mournfully. It was 

■t 

her last effort; the lids drooped heavily. Sir 
Brook felt really agitated; he feared to be 
alone with death, for nothing less could pos- 
sibly have thus wholly overpowered the lifeless 
form within his arms. Laying her again on 
the couch from whence she had risen, he waited 
in agonized impatience for the doctor’s arrival; 
and the moment Johnson entered, accompanied 
by Mr. Torrens, hurriypdly withdretv. 

Imagine the dismay of our party on seeking 
their cherished sufferer. The maid’s excuses 
were but just begun, when a note from the un¬ 
welcome visitant was put into <]!olonel Clair 
lowe’s hand, its contents atS follows:— 
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My dear Sir, 

“ 1 have this instant left your hotel. It was 
not my intention to intrude on your, family 
while your niece continued so alarmingly ill; 
and, therefore, I purposely refrained from per¬ 
mitting myself the pleasure of visiting you; 
but understanding that the Countess Estalles 
meditated a few moments’ conversation witli 
Miss Grey, on the first opportunity of her be¬ 
ing left alone, and seeing all depart for church 

service, I hastened to the Rue-, in order, 

if possible, to prevent the admission of Ma¬ 
dame Estalles. Yoti can conceive my horror 
when a loud scream greeted me ; I almost 
forced a passage into the room where IVIiss 
Grey’s inanimate form lay, requested the in¬ 
truder to absent herself sent for your physi¬ 
cian, and withdrew. I must apologise for 
troubling you with this; but really, dear sir, 
my oppressive anxiety to hear of the beautiful 
sufferer overcbmes every other consideration, 
and in haste do I herein beseech you, to ren- 
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dcr me eternally grateful, by despatching a 
line assuring me she is better. 

“ Your most obliged, 

‘‘ B. 

There was a feeling in the kind old Coloncrs 
heart, demanding belief for these written sen¬ 
timents—tlnmkfulness to all who cared for his 
lading favourite. 

An immediate reply was consequently vouch¬ 
safed. 

“ And now, love,” said Mrs. Clairlowe to 
her husband, “ we must rise with the li^’k to¬ 
morrow.” 

“Yes, yes; and if, dear Gcrtry, you hear 
my morning song of pleasure at the prospect 
of leaving Paris, do not mistake it for chanti- 
cleer\s,” 

The patient cousin smiled a feeble smile; 
yet even that was recompence to Mary. 
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.CHAPTER III. 


No night so dark and sad 
But hath its gleam of light; 

No soul so cold or bail 
But hath its touch of right. 

* Anon. 


Partout on trouve on sou oliemin 
La peine attachee h la vie; 

Mais.on ne sent le vrai chagrin 
Qu*cn souffraut loin de sa patric! 

Le Captip. 

Mk. Harold Dentnoris made his first appear¬ 
ance in the drawing-room at Loder Castle on 
' the erening the beautiful Lad/ Delvor paid 
her passing visit. Neither Percy nor Ha- 
*rold had seen h^ for many years; and each 
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seemed equally attracted by her transcendant 
beauty. 

“ She is indeed remarkably handsome,” 
thought Harold, beyond any degree of love¬ 
liness I ever witnessed—those flashing eyes 
and deep full gaze, thank Heaven, Mary Clair- 
lowe hath not. Oh for one look, my Mary, 
into those dove-like orbs of gentleness. Yet, 
fool that I am, her betrothed now stands to 
chide my heart’s fidelity. If sin it really be 
to love thee, dear Miss Clairlowe, that culpa¬ 
bility ever must be mine.” 

The imagination of the bride soon formed 
her plan of conquest. Harold had impressed 
her vanity with golden hopes of a flirtation, 
by his ardent look of undisguised astonishment 
at her loveliness. She knew not that even 
then, possessing her exclusive attention, as she 
ministered to his passion for music, and then 
in almost equal harmony spoke of the invalid 
party—-those kindred spirits tending the dy¬ 
ing hours of Gertrude Grey—Lady Delvor ima- 
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gincd not how his soul then wandered to his 
first, last, and only thought connected with 
passionate devotion—intense love. 

The next morning.on the breakfast table 
were several letters waiting the guests ex¬ 
pected ; among them one addressed to “ Lord 
Dentnoris, late Harold Dentnoris, Esq.,” con¬ 
spicuous for its lawyer-like envelope ftnd parch¬ 
ment speaking penmanship. The compassion¬ 
ate old lord hesitated to send such a quiz 
upon his fortunes to the invalid; Lady Wil- 
verton, however, to the surprise of all present, 
undertook the task most gladly, anticipating 
news (which did not disappoint her), instead 
of a dun, according to Percy’s interpretation 
of the mysterious inclosure. 

“ May I send this to Mary Clairlowe?” 
exclaimed Lady Wilverton, holding the huge 
letter towards her nephew. 

“ To whom?”,said he. 

To Colonel Clairlowe, and Gertrude,” said 
Aunt Marianne, laughing. 
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Not till they arrive at Marchmont, dear 
l^Iarchmont,” replied the heir. “ Yet if you 
will communicate it to the Loders, I shall be 
glad. You see that the transfer of the twelve 
thousand pounds has induced the old man to 
relinquish hiS' unlawful claims — that last 
sentence is worth all. Clever fellow Mr. 

’^Slade, make him confess and sign* the 
important statement.” 

“ I go to do my lord’s bidding, Harold. 
May God bless you for the patient fortitude 
thus long sustaining you. You know we quit 
the Castle to-day. I will be ready to attend 
your summons.” 

The intelligence confirmed Percy Loder’s 
despair. Lady Loder herself felt vanquished 
in her still existent hope; the generous lord 
alone exulting unrestrainedly in the fortune of 
his admired young friend. 

“ Harold,” said he, grasping his hand, your 

* 

history is complete. Mary now will learn to 
love.” 

VOL. n. P 
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The half whispered tones in which, the 
fervent thought was uttered, the smile on 
Marianne Wilverton^s face as her quick ear 
caught the sound of a dear name, staggered 
poor Harold, Ho knew no reply to offer—ho 
felt that Mary and wealth still, perhaps, were 
destined to he his, then dashed the blissful 
thought away, as too much joy would^vercome 
him quite. 

Percy took leave of Dentnoris in h^pier 
spirits than his lamenting mother expected, 
and our hero, perceiving no glance of trouble 
on the countenance of his “supposed rival, 
anxiously reverted to his first conception^— 
that it was too late for himself to hope t)ie 
heart of his remembered love*^ free to suffer 
his devotion, or accept his addresses. The 
certainty of his birth and title could not 
roperate with them now* Alas!—^he pondered 
—they come too late. 

The carriage rolled away, when Percy Loder 
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mounted his horse, vainly dreaming that a 

)• s 

sunny day’s exercise might regain for him a 
portion of his lost, serenity. Heigho! could 
any memory be found to fling a pall over the 
melancholy past. 

Percy would have' given many worlds to 
find the charmed recollection—his heart sank 
within Jiini. Even Harold might have con- 
doled with the guileless sorrow; there was no 
envy towards his old acquaintance; far from 
it-i-he had masked his cheek in smiles, daring 
not to trust his voice, that Harold should read 
how little aught but joy in his friend’s joy he 
experienced. How inconsistent is hurhan 
nature! A sigh of deep despondency would 
have accomplished more for this desire than 
all his glad expression. 

Percy never contemplated a chance, but 
that HarokVs accession to rank would prove 
the guarantee to Miss Clairlowe’s regard^he 
had not mused upon any unexpected embar- 

D 2 
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rassing circumstances, or conjured up wiy of 
the dull earth’s obstacles to their imjn^iate 
union. 

Thep, again, the careful mannei* with which 
Lord Dentnoris had escliewed every conversa¬ 
tion leading to the mention of one name, dis¬ 
turbed his opinion, and induced a fresh argu¬ 
ment. 

Dentnoris appeared to admire Lady Deivor, 
and, perchance, thought Pprey, this change of 
fortune may influence his views—peradventui e 
he may seek a different sort of wife to that 
sweet girl. “ No, no, Harold, you arc a lucky 
mcRi,” murmured the soliloquist. 

^ And why?” asked a voice from among the 

brushwood. 

“ You invariably take one by surprise, 
Emmer^ly. A man never knows when or 
where, or even how, to expect you.” 

“ Nor woman neither,” replied the Baronet. 
“ ’Tis the very art of life. Lady Wilverton 
is at the Castle, is she not?” 
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“ No; she and Deutiioris loft only an 
hour ago.” 

“ All, indeed; I hear that ‘the lucky dog* 
you were apostrophising has secured his title 
to birth legitimate, and wealth proportionate, 
aiid weds most happily (if wealthily in Padua) 
the fair Mary Anne Belton.** 

^ “ Oh, no. No such thing. You are haiid- 
buinely mounted, Emmersly,** observed Mr. 
Loder, willing to change the subject. 

“ Yes, pretty well. I brought ‘ Gentleman,* 
the name of my steed, I beg to say, from India 
with me. He is gooii for nothing now—some 
fellow lamed him for me. But say, 1 iutreat 
you, does not Harold Dcnthoiis mean to marry 
Miss Belton?** 

“ I think not; why, she is half a small 
donkey, rude though it be to apply such 
Jerusalem epithets to a lady,** 

“ But what of the donkeyisiu? 1 never con¬ 
sidered him particularly wise,*' retorted Sir 
Brook. 
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“ Too wise for tliat, Emmersly.'* 

Why, it will not be his first broken en¬ 
gagement if he departs from it, I believe*” 
Percy Loder indignantly rejoined; “ Were 
you never guilty of similar forgetfulness?* 

“ Such events occur sometimes—fortunately 
it is always the woman*s fault.** 

“ Not so, my dear sii*. Poor Gertrude 1’* 
The profligate started. Is she dead?* he 
inquired. 

Not absolutely dead, but dying, I fear.** 

“ Ah, for love of young Clairlowe!** 

“ I must quicken my pace,’* said the annoyed 
Perjgy. 

** To the park gate of Squire Bailey I may 
accompany you. I lunch there,** remai’ked 
Brook, quietly putting his horse into a 
canter. 

At the entrance to some thickly wooded 
grounds the twe gentlemen sepa:^ted, each 
glad to bo rid of an uncongenial companion* 
vJeroy, delighted to commune with his almost 
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obliterated thought, ere his meditations were 

unpleasingly interrupted, while Sir Brook 

Emmersly equally rejoiced in the prospect of 

a great luncheon party. 

Wakeful with the hope of again seeing her 

beloved country, Mis§ .Clairlowe was the earliest 

riser in the hotel, long before the drowsy 

domestics thought fit to leave their sleep, 

;^j|^ying her busy occupation — collecting 

sotittered bijouterie and precious volumes, dear 

* 

for the various givers* sakes, when her atten¬ 
tion was arrested by a torn half sheet of note 
paper, written in a female hand, though the 
pen had shod the ink over the pure white 
in traces of unquestionable passion. Mary 
looked and read—read again. The cold dews 
gathered on her brow—she did not faint; her 
mind was too alive to the task before her, 
and summoning her utmost courage, she 
calmly folded up the note, and pursued her 
faltering way. 

Miss Clairlowo had discovered Madame 
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Ebtallcb’ hasly adieu, siiul again she read its 
dismal record. 

“ I CALLED to give you the information, but 
Sir Brook Emuiersly prevented my protracted 
stay at your hotel. Lodwick, your brother, 
fell in a duel on Thursday morning last. Mr. 
Deiitiioris was married on the same day. 1 
have the English paper containing a more 
explicit account, if you would like to have it.” 

Here was the very refinement of persecu¬ 
tion—her brother dead, her lover married! 
revealed, too, by the relentless Countess. The 
unconsciousness of despair at Icngtii over- 
jKOwered i>oor Mary—her surcharged heart 
refused its oifice, ceasing almost to beat, as 
she sank listlessly on the sofa. 

It liappencd that Lady Wilverto’n had be¬ 
sought HaroJd, either personally or by letter, 
to acquaint theib* Jfriend^ wjth bis brighter fate} 
he^ however, pertinaciously resisted the in- 
treaty, compromising the matter by despatch- 
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ing his vatuRble Wilson with a note' from 
George, and a budget from liis aunt. The man 
had ari’ived late at night, and yet was astir 
with the daybreak, intending to burry the idle 
menials in preparing for departure. 

Ill the drawing-room’ he perceived the 
death-like figure of his lord's “ beloved one.” 

Servants, especially valets, have a quick’ 
perception in matters concerning their masters' 
hearts; and as Wilson quietly approached the 
suffering girl, his eye rested on the strangely 
blotted note, still clenched in icy rigidity. 
Wilson Was’a husband and a father, with good¬ 
ness and honourable principle to grace a noble¬ 
man 5 his* first care was to restore suspended 
animation, his next gently to extricate the pa- 

A 

per from the relaxing hold, to read, and deposit 
it in his pocket. 

The step of Colonel Clairlowe was heard ap* 
preaching, while a shudder from his daughter 
told of reviving sense; the considerate servant 
gladly availing himself of the fortunate moment, 

i> 3 
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whispered into her ear, It is all false, dear 
young lady—all false, false as herself!” 

Colonel Glairlowe at length ascertained that 
poor Mary hi^ fainted; and, supposing it oc¬ 
casioned by her early, unusual toil, harassed 
as she had been fof the last few weeks, bade 
Wilson call her mother; and then,” said the 
blunt soldier, “ come back to me, man, and tell 
me how you came here; for it’s odd, to be sure, 
Mai’y should faint like this; my poor darling/’ 
muttered her parent, as a suspicion of some- 
Idling wrong crept into his generous mind. 

Wilson did not lag Over bis errand one brief 
instant, and he returned to r^late^ the manner 
in which he had found’'Miss Clairlowe. “ Here 
is the ugly note, if you please, sir,” continued 
he, taking from his pocket the defaced billet; 
“ but if you wilLwait a little, sir, I will fetch 
the letters I brought from the Kectory; not 
believing any of the femily would be astir sjp 
early, I left them in my portmanteau, sir.” 

“Yes, certainly; be quick! Are they all 
well?” 
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“ Quite well, sir* I hope Miss Grey is 
better.^^ 

“ We did think she was better yesterday, 
but this morning 1 hear she has passed a very 
restless night.” 

** My Lord is very — 

“Your Lord! who is he?” 

“He was Mr. Harold Dentnoris, sir; how- 
^evcr, the Almighty pushes truth foremost in 
^ite of evil-doers, and it has been discovered 
that the old Lord Dentnoris’ brother held the 
title a little wrong, sir. So it now corned to 
his eldest son, who is my master; that’s it, sir. 

I shouldn’t wonder but the letters has some¬ 
thing to say about it, sir,” said Wilson, assum*- 
ing the air of a satisfied comforter, seeing the 
eyes of Miss Clairlowe riveted on his lips, as 
though she would have snapped at each word, 
let alone swallowing them—at least such was 
Wilson’s description of her looks, when the 
happy Harold became his listener, many long 
months after these events. 
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Papa, I cannot comprehcudWilsoa^s story,” 
said Mary, scarcely' having regained sufficient 
composure to judge tranquilly of sound or seeno 
before her. 

“ He says, .my chUd, the letters Avill explain; 
here they are, too----bring them here, Wilson.’? 

Tlic father was desired to read George’s for 
her. 


Mr nisAR Miss Clairlowe, 

Harold is a Lord at last. Do make haste 
home. We shall all be happy then. 

“ Your affectionate, 

“ G. D.” 


Jkit the poor girl still remembered the dread¬ 
ful iiitelligeucc conveyed in Madame Estallcs’ 
note; and consciousness once more forsook her. 

Lodwick’s letter must be transcribed ; it 
embraces much that is unintelligible, and ex*- 
plains the mysterious wickedness of Sir Brook’s 
visit 
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“ Mr DEAKLY ESTEEMED FaTUEE, ISlOTIlEE, 

Sister, and Cousin, 

“ I can hardly wish Gortrudoi to hear how 
headstrong I have been lately, yet leave iny 
^ibai*acter to your discretionary use. 

“ You know I left Marchmont, on the day 
}ou quitted England, with the intention of 
joining my regiment.* I went to London, and 
presented myself at the Horse Guards accord¬ 
ing to the Duke’s direction; he positively re¬ 
fused my joining with such a pale face—bade 
me take si-x months extension of leave, for such 
a bpccinien of an Englishman would be laughed 
at by the Afghans. Upon this I run down to 
Dentnoris; poor fellow, he is sadly fallen olL 
By the way, there’s a change over the spirit 
of his dream with a vengeance!—a title, and 
£20,000 a-year, bang — I say, Mary! Well, at 
the Castle I spent a pleasant week; was glad to 
see Percy again. The DelvQis joined the party 
for a few days, so we had a merry time of it; 
the lady is a most confounded flirt, though. 
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Emitiersly came occasionally, but fought rather 
shy of one Lodwick Clairlowe. And now stop, 
till you swear to keep my secret," all of you 
dear ones^—if any soul tells it to Gertrude it 
shall be myself. Excuse me, dear mother. The 
facts occurred in this way; At dinner, one night, 
(I suppose he had miscounted iiis glasses), he 
chose to speak slightingly of our pufc, good, 
spotless cousin. Of coiu*se I instantly rose from 
t^ble, making apologies to Lord Loder and 
Percy. The ladies had quitted us a few minutes 
previously., Loder followed me vei*y quickly, 
volunteering his services; they were, 1 can 
assure you, gratefully accepted; and, after 
quietly talking over matters connected with 
this world’s fairings, 1 was alone. About twelve 
o’clock a most insulting misnamed apology ar¬ 
rived; Loder had not come back, consequently 
1 could do nothing farther than say, an answer 
■would be vouchsafed if my friend approved, 
but that my firm belief was, he had not seen 
the note just reived iu an unseeded cover. 1 
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was Sorry for having read it ih Loder’s absence 
—it MTas ndt right. Well, two o’clock brought 
him; and what do you think the monster had 
done ? irritated Loder almost to frenzy. Aquar- 
tCr of an hour more, and we sallied forth toge¬ 
ther, determined to constrain the man to hght. 
1 wish you had seen the demoniac countenance 
presented to us, my dear old sire. Would you 
wish me to conclude the tale briefly; I will 
soon finish it. Well, the man promised to meet 
us at four o’clock, behind Salter’s hill, llntil 
six we stayed on the ground; at seven Loder 
sought him—^himself, his horses, groom, all 
were gone, and a simple note left for toe I it 
ran thus 

“ ‘ Do not* allow such rancour to put your 
life in jeopardy, Clairlowe; I like yoti too well 
to be accessory to such a proceeding. 

“ ‘ (Signed), * B. E.’ 

“This is the story; and although I was 
outrageously mad at the disappointment^ still 
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tlie episode removes him ft^om our haunts—lie 
never dare see England more. 

“ And now, my dear good mother, precious 
Gertry, and Mm*y, good bye.^ 

Believe me, dear sir, 

Your affectionate son, 

‘ “ L. C.” 


It seemed well nigh impossible for our tra¬ 
vellers to coinprclieiid the' hidden wickedness 
(5f Sir Brook Emmersly*s disposition. 

The father of Lodwick, the guardian of Ger¬ 
trude, had sympathized with this man’s griefs 
but yesterday, at a period when hfe was flying 
Iroin the just indignation of his sou I 
, ^Sternly the Soldier took his^place by his 
^daughter—^his brow bent, and hands clenched, 
as if exemplifying in his posture the criishing 
inclination of bis resolve to demand, to obtain 
satisfaction. 

Oh, papa, do not look so wretched,said 
his daughter; ‘^Lodwick, thank‘Heaven, is 
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prcbcrvcd for us. Geriry, our darling, must 
leave us soon; but wc will teach him to oou« 
trol the feclfislmess of his sorrow—even, per¬ 
haps, he shall rejoice in her heavenward flight. 
She will be happier there. And,, dearest fa¬ 
ther, docs she not appear so peacefully to await 
death's cohl coming ? Let us, therefore, abstain 
Iroiii allowing our giiefs to disturb her; yet, 
papa, she will not inquii*e—she will be silently 
unhappy to bce you thus." 

“ That villain!" 

“Come, dpar jiapa, remember, he has been 
etrectually driven oil' now. Ah, yes; how im¬ 
measurably more will tlic announcement of her 
deatli punish him than tlje infliction of our 
l)ittcrest revenge. Shall I take mamma the 
letters?" 

“ No, no I I will, in a minute*," replied Colo¬ 
nel Claiiiowe. 

“ And you will see, papa, how heroically 
mamma wUl take this business." 

“ Ye arc women, only women, Mary," said 
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the father, as she bent over his broad high fore¬ 
head. 

Miss Clairlowe had not read the character 
of Sir Brook correctly; in her store of sad pro¬ 
phecies she had never calculated that he would 
gladden at the news of Gertrude’s death. 

In the chronicles of his inward thought was 
graved the gratifying thought that ere long 
such must occur. 

‘‘Yes,” soliloquised this “merchant of ill,” “I 
must arrange this last affair with all speed; I 
must conciliate this ‘son of Yorkf I would 
not be entirely off with the Clairlowes; they 
are commodious appendages to a man’s society 
in England—a substantial pair of old Banos; 
thus, I, being Bane, like them, since I love 
myself. If the young fellow won’t come round, 
why ni try the old one and his obsequious 
'^dlf. The^ ahall see tears from * poor Brook 
Emmerslyf the old soldier’s heai’t is soft, 
thank God. Gertrude liviftg! Succutab a little 
longer, fluttering heartj to the minion in my 
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bower; the Aius Locutius of my soul! Mar* 
ried she is, ’tis true, and better it be true— 
a splendid point gained, lending her my pretty 
sen-bordered cot; and if the Count’s sails arc 
not suddenly furled beneath my windows, some 
day, I’ll bargain to prevent her flirting with 
any other one. After all, she is not the sworn 
coquette Charlotte Delvor is—Charlotte loves 
nobody well—Estalles, you were a good sort of 
follow—my scheme for carrying you ofl* at first 
was fine,” muttered the exulting man. “ So 
you thought, silly fool, she really had left you, 
and in the carriage taken flight. Alas, she 
slept, while I was up and doing! If I can help 
ft, you have no more happy days before you. 
But rouse thee, gentle sif, raethinks I need 
much care in the a^lustment of my dress to¬ 
day By Jove, the e^let looked amazing 

i 

jealous, not two hours ago. Alas, poor Gertrude, 
why not be kind and die? and Mary—^but with 
all my wooing,^she certainly was most obdurate. 
Thenmy beautiful aunt—Devil and buttercups! 
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but, ciiongli of her. Yet, yes ; say on, Brook 
Eimuei’sly — I have never loved since that 
Abbey business—no! not even Gertrude^s love¬ 
liness won from my heart one beat of passion 
since I saw Marianne Wilverton that night. 
Why now, ttill do I dread to hear her chilly 
accents, or bear the sparkle of tliose fathoraless 
blue orbs addressing me in the tones of polite • 
ness. I am indeed degraded; few besides thy- 
self, my good fellow, arc acquainted with that 
fact. My recollection brings the curdling fare¬ 
well again. Out upon my memory—that love 
was truly sure—1 still respect her lervently; 
and Avhen my proud heart’s quailing seems 
about to terminate, none other shall plead for 
me at the footstool*of the Heaven she taught 


me when a wayward boy to reverence and 
ado^. Brook Emmersly, these na 
int^lnesses suit you not—I shall 
.calling, ideu—bless thy fiery beauty! fear not I 
' revel in aught except^ the d^ightof con- 

kquering its inex^guishal^^ fii^es. John,” con- 


iVypamby 
for^S my 
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tinned Sir Brook, “ send ‘ Gontleman* at three. 
1 ride and dine with Madame Estallcs; and 
now for dinner and wine.” 

Ida, dressed in black velvet, looked quiet 
and less angry than her tormentor antici¬ 
pated. 

“ Two wine-glasses,” observed Sir Brook 
Emmersly, pointing to the decanter, &c., on 
the table, “ visitors, I suppose?” 

“ Yes, Sir Brook.” 

Sir Brook! What, ruffled still ?” 

“ Not ruffled, only tired: I have been laugh¬ 
ing at a lady; one who preaches to me about 
gaiety in Estalles* absence; she tells me that 
society condemns me for your frequent visits.” 

Fudge! nonsense. Who said this?” 

Mrs. —-- , your friend!” 

‘‘ Has she been endeavouring to poison your 
mind ?” 

“ Poison my mind, Sir Brook! That is too 
perfect a dissemblance —my mind! but sbe 
fears you nrtiy be jealous, too, of Mr. Ichell, he 
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whom you brought yourself, and singled out 
as a foil.** 

“ Stuff—ridiculously absurd,** remarked her 
visitor, attributing the advice most justly to its 
proper cause, yet anxious to divert the mind 
of Kis victith from any creed that might inter¬ 
fere with his convenience.' “ It is an immense 
pity,** continued he, “ that women do not dis¬ 
cern their own blemishes in lieu of a frail 
sister’s.*’ 

‘‘ A frail sister*s, Sir Brook! do not torture 
me again, or you may rue the attempt,** re¬ 
joined the Countess, warmly. 

Nay, nay! Ida, love, my anger was not for 
thee.** 

“ Tour anger I despise.** 

Alas! but what did you say?** asked the 
Baronet in his blandest accent. 

Oh, I invented a mournful ihought or two, 
to relieve myself from her admonitory pre¬ 
sence,' and at the evid^ce of a contrite spirit, 
,the lady Walked away.** 
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Sir Brook’$ system of liumbling his prey 
seldom proved effectual with Ida Estalles; she 
affected meekness in moments of necessity, 
and willed not that the subject of the wine¬ 
glasses should be renewed. Her natural fond- 
ness for intrigue exceeded his to extraor¬ 
dinary degree. The wife of Estalles often 
outwitted him, without his having the slightest 
suspicion of defeat; upon this occasion she 
succeeded equally. Ida knew, that although 
her admirer approved left favorist, black and 
extensive, none would ever thrive upon his own 
smooth check, to which the fierce growth of 
several straggling hairs beneath the lower lip 
gave sufficient demonstration. 

Would you drive me from you, my charm¬ 
ing Countess? verily you look as bright as here¬ 
tofore, notwithstanding last night^s liot tears.” 

‘‘ Oh, ^ear me, no! Habit has rendered your 
presence indispensable 1” 

Brook was fairly puzzled. 

“ And the recollection of past hours,” added 
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Mackm Estalles, wHli a sigh, “frequently pene¬ 
trates through that habit, half eliciting a wish 
that neither of us had changed—grown thus 
indifferent.’^ 

“ Indifferent, love! Yet if those vanished 
hours have power to yield thee dreams of hap¬ 
piness, let us build from present reality histo¬ 
ries of joy, for fancy’s blest hereafter. Come, 

my beautiful! corac give me once again, for 
* * 

this intense appealing, a sigh so full of love— 
you scarce can breathe it? No tears—no, all 
merry wit, and flashes from the bowl. Let us 
to dinner ?” 

“ Stay, Brook Emmersly—.1 am changed, if 
you are not; I only on my knees heseecli you 
to forget we loved each other then. Nay, no 
more empty speeches; you fled from Jny in¬ 
treaties—^you avoided my urgent wish for our 
marriage.” 

' “ Ida, why it was th^ vony interest of my 
life—what I sought most earnestly.” 

“ You sought to marry me, Emmersly ? You 
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spoke not tlie remotest word of marriage, ex¬ 
cept when answering my solicitations, and then 
your negatives crumbled up my pride, till death, 
aye, death or Estalles, were my resources.” 

“ A man could scarcely be bullied into wed¬ 
lock, Ida: though I longed to make you mine, 
my pride also took alarm. Come let uS be 
friends; dear friends, I meet you herb a mother 
and a wife, we will recall only the happy past.” 

‘‘ To make ^ the present sadder by the 
coiitrast,” said the lady. 

No, no. Even should I think proper to 
marry Gertrude—” ' w. ^ 

Brook, do not name her—it is not in 
the power of woman to listen to'your idolatry 
her, nor admit the living memory of 
that time, when all your passionate raving, 
your words, your looks, your tenderness, all, 
all were mine.” And in the violence of her 
resentment the Countess burst into hysteric 
sobs. 

Sir Brook did not trouble himself to soothe 
yoL. IL .E 
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her rending sighs, but sauntered idly into the 
garden, thence back to dinner—dined alone— 
passed into the library, inscribed a petition 
for a ride, which was answered by a verbal 
‘‘ oui,’’ sank into a sleepy hollow to muse upon 
the drudgery of a lover’s existence, while 
Ida’s tears, undried by sounds of sympathy, 
were brushed away—^the singular consolation 
for her grief emanating from the success of 
her ruse, to banish every tracg of that morn¬ 
ing’s quest. 
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CHAPTER 


Ob, those are tears of bitterness, 

Wruii" from the breaking heart. 

When two, blest in their temlerness, 

. Must learn to live apart. 

Yet there was light around her brow, 

A bolinesh in those dark eyes, 

Which show’d, though wand’mig earthward now, 
Her spirit’s home was in the skies. 

Moore. 


Here they are, hero they are exclaimed 
George, as the heavily laden coach entered the 
green pork. 

Lodwick, Sarah, all were assembled to wel¬ 
come back, more in sorrow than in joy, the 
faded cousin. 

E 2 
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Lady Wilverton, however, considerately 
despatched the avant courier to request no 
one of the expectant party would show them¬ 
selves until the excitement of Gertrude’s happy 
return subsided. 

The wasted giiTs flushed cheek betrayed 
how great her gladness was, to see the fine 
old home again. 

Lodwick gazed with distracting impatience 
while his father bore the fragile form of his 
aimless love into the house. He had prepared 
himself to witness the havoc of disease, but 
never conceived it possible such cruel inroad 
could have been made in the few weeks of 
absence—wasted, withered thus! Oh, no, hfs 
mind foretold no mournful wreck like this 
before him. Her long black hair floated over 
a neck, too softly white for any save the ha¬ 
bitants of Heaven, the once so full black eyes 
now shining in their hollow darkness; the 
hands, the small white hands, emaciated and 
lank, yet dearer by a millionfold than in their 
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rosy-tipped beauty; ho seized them iu his own, 
and in that pressure, in the glance she gave, 
read death to his hope, but cverliving liie to 
her half-parted soul. 

Mi’S. Clairlowo disengaged her son from his 
excruciating distress, intreating him to combat 
with his worldlier feelings, and spare the dying 
sulFerer a knowledge of his agony. 

It was a melancholy re-union. 

“ I see neither Mr. nor Lord Dentuoris,’^ 
said the invalid. 

‘‘My brother will return to-morrow, and 
Harold waits only for the welcome summons,” 
replied Lady Wilverton, calling up an ’angel 
smile, to cheer her sobbing friend, poor Mary. 
“ 1 sent George and Sarah to meet me here, 
but Harold is too big for my orders now.” 

“ Ah, truly, dearest lady. Is he well?” 

Gratefully Miss Clairlowe acknowledged her 
cousin’s goodness these questions were for 
her heart’s peace. 

“ Sweet Gertry, repose thyself, my darling,’ 
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said Mary. “ An hour*s sl^^p will rest your 
poor eyes—do try it. Sarah, bring me a book. 
I will read you to your dreams, Gertry, and 
then sit quiet by your side. Aunt Marianne 
is going to speak to mamma.” 

“ A book. Ah, dear Miss Grey, that book 
you used to like has stains of tear-drops on it 
now—it is quite spoiled.” 

The flush re-crimsoned the pale face, and 
one deep sigh succeeded. 

Will she never cease to startle at the sound 
of any theme connected with that wicked 
thought Mary. 

The Bible, love, is better; it is best, Sarah, 
for your dying playmate,” said Miss Grey, 
still longing for another touch of the favourite 
volume, for, had not Gertrude’s last interview 
with the owner of it given a fresh beam of 
changeless love to her«-4iad not his Iskt words 
to her been, as ever, full of hope, and fixed 
devotedness? 

BeUeve it all, fml saflbror, wake not from 
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such pleasant phantoms to truth’s sterner 
dictates. Mary, let the blighted mourner 
think not the work of sure destruction is his 
glory. 

^ Day by day the worthy pastor discovered 
traits of heavenly resignation in the dying 
Christian. Her more than parents watched 
the flitting life with ceaseless Care. Lodwick 
and Harold were at length denied access to 
her chamber. The physician trembled lest the 
son might be present at his cousin’s last 
sigh. 

Poor Lodwick—he sat apart; he mourned, 
not as passionate young lovers sometimes 
mourn—no word escaped him; he felt that she 
must die, and the stony draught of hopeless¬ 
ness had choked the well" of soothing emotions 
—^he had no tears, no sighs, his bursting heart 
no intercourse with other thoughts than those 
that helped to build up barriers against hope 
and resignation. Pale and cold, he stalked 
across the passage near her door, a shadow of 
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despuij*. Teace came at last, if that can be 
called peace, which, after toilsome tutoring, 
bids the heart*s-achiug hide itself in sole com¬ 
munion with the doom awarded. Lodwick 
tried to picture Gertrude among the angels of 
that high world where sorrow and disorder 
reign not. 

One morning he had nearly realized the con¬ 
ception—he looked upon the door separating 
him only from the form he pictured in the 
glorious firmament of heaven! its brightest 
star, and e&rthly hope came back upon his 
memory. His eyes fixed there, where really 
Gertrude Grey existed. A -i^cond stop, and 
his hand grasped the handle of the lock—it 

t 

was turned, the nurse only issued therefrom. 
Her eyes were tearful, yet whose were not so 
at times ? 

Alas 1 Lodwick Clairlowe, why did tlie cer¬ 
tainty of her departure cleave to your tenacious 
soul. He reached his room again, and'sank 
upon a chaii*; None told hitn she was dead, 
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(j[uite dead—none told him that the lids had 
closed for ever—none bid him look to the 
clear hes^ven, and feel it brighter! My heart’s 
life is there. Be calm! the soul hath left its 
clay-made dwelling upon earth. None said— 
Entomb her I 

. Oh, there arc clear presentiments in love, 
and Lodwick knew his mind must brook the 
hearing she was dead* He had prepai’cd it— 
at least humanly he thought liis tempered 
despair could bear to hear the revelation. 

The damp dew of' death seemed gathering 
on his own white brow, when the door opened; 
Harold advanced towards him, his voice for¬ 
bade mention of the event he had been dc- 
puted to reveal. Lodwick moved not, but* 
gazed sorrowfully on his friend, who silently 
accepted the chair opposite, to which a heavy 
sigh dii'ected him. No word escaped. At 
length, to Harold’s relief, Mr. Dentnoris joined 
themj his dark eyes laden with brimming tears 
as he took the young soldier’s passive hand. 

E 3 
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“ She has left our earthly sphere, Lodwick,’^ 
at length articulated the Rector, ‘‘ and waits 
among the blest for xis to meet her in that 
purer home, and be her* dear companions into 
Heaven, Lodwick 1” repeated Beverley Peut- 
noris. 

The young lover started. 

“ Gertrude,” was all the answer. 

“ Be consoled, dear Lodwick j have we any 
goal on earth so worthy of your sainted love? 
have we among the beauties of our world, 
guerdons such as she hath won? Glory such 
as her incorporeal loveliness receiveth at 
His hands, who gave and who hath taken 
away? 

• “ Why repine, that she hath left all suffer- 
ing and sorrow here, to reign among the 
beatified elect? 

“ She hath been tried, severely tried, during 
her sojourn here. Shall we mourn that she 
hath ended every grief, and gained the. great 
reward—Lodwick!” 
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“ Gertrude,” again responded the bereft 
mourner, 

‘‘ See her, my young friend, as she now* is, 
clothed in robes of purity and joy — smil¬ 
ing-” 

“Does she smile—still smile — and yet 
gone, quite gone from-” 

A deep sigh — harrowing, heart-breaking 
groans, impeded his utterance and relieved his 
bursting sorrow. 

Harold quitted the chamber on the entrance 
of Colonel and Mrs. Clairlowe, whose anxious 
ears had caught the long low meanings of 
their afflicted son. 

The kneeling figure of Mary Claiidowe at¬ 
tracted Lord Dentnoris, as he passed poor 
Gertrude’s room. 

Yet at such a moment, above all other 
times, he dared not cast on the picture more 
than one hurried look. Lady Wilverton saw, 
and beckoned him to the sleeping image of 
the corpse. 
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Mary^s prayer had been brief; she liad 
not seen her cousin since life had fled, and 
fearing to trust her sorrow in the presence of 
those so dear to her, quietly withdrew; but 
soon hearing steps descending the stairs, and 
conjecturing that Lady Wilverton and Lord 
Dentnoris had retired, ventured back to muse 
by her loved companion’s untended remains. 
She touched the half open door, and her heart 
beat quickly on viewing the grpup within. 

Gertrude Grey extended on tlie white bed, 
clothed still in the garments of gay life, 
the canopy of snowy linen suspended from 
above her. On the opposite side knelt Lady 
Wilverton; near her,* on the other, Ilarohl, 
grasping the chill fingers of the newly dead. 
She looked upon the group—it was most sadly 
beautiful. 

That form! the form of the dead girl— 
surely death has stolen nothing from it yet— 
surely breatliing life is yet existent, only still 
and gentle as the soul of Gertrude Grey for 
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ever was, and will be. If aught has quitted 
those fair features, it has crept away too 
gently even to xoh the dead one of her bloom. 

These were Miss Clairlowe’s first impres¬ 
sions; her second grieved her; she looked, 
liowevcr, kindly upon both, and again re¬ 
treated. Lady Wilvprton^s movement caused 
Lord Dentnoris to observe her approach; and 
his listless attention when rising to make 
place for a new arrival, pained poor Mary; 
who, bending in token of mute thankfulness, 
stole from the scene. 

The meeting of Harold and Mary had been 
unchecred by even the slightest rc-assuraucc 
of their reciprocal attachment; and both 
shunned the changed manner, each fancied 
only assumed. 

Mary dreaded to encounter him; a thousand 
conflicting arguments presented themselves; 
the fear that he might ascribe her readiness 
to receive his addresses to his increase of 
wealth, or confirmed title to his father’s name, 
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restrained her, when she longed to show how 
dear his presence was—longed to set aside his 
gloomy contemplations, which, spite of him¬ 
self, were paling his face, and wasting his 
health. 

While Harold, on the other hand, remem¬ 
bering how timid, yet always warm-hearted, 
she had been to the untitled—the disinherited; 
and attributing to a patronising consciousness 
of superior good fortune, that winch had been 
sincere and holy in its frank truthfulness, 
shrank witli pride from the idea that Miss 
Clairlowe’s present conduct indicated her dis¬ 
like to his attentions. 

“ Would 1 had assured myself long ago that 
somewhat of friendliness was indicated in those 
shy looks, replete with comforting beams, 
that they were really kindly meant. They 
never shine for Lord Hentnoris; and, maybe, 
were but intended to commiserate the un¬ 
fortunate.” 
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The day of solemn burial arrived; Lodwick 
promised to be calm! 

Colonel ClairloWc and Harold stood on 
either side of him; tranquilly the young 

soldier marked the coffin containing the dead, 

« 

till the sable attendants commenced lower¬ 
ing it into its narrow cell; he made no sign, 
his dilated orbs alone dropped tears like lead 
upon the marble floor. Nothing remained of 
that which held the body. Without a mo¬ 
tion, except the one hard sigh, a sigh that in 
bursting seemed to break away the souTs 
communion with humanity, he drooped liis 
Lead upon his breast, to look no more on the 
all-hallowed spot. They dragged him to his 
home, and bade his lonely heart find comfort 
in her better lot. 
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CHAPTElt V. 


Fortime reigiis in gifts of the wurUl, 

Not in the linc.imcntb of natmw 
^ »SllAlvbl»i:ixE. 

But ubk thou not if happiness be there, 

If the lou«l laugh tlihguisc eou\ul&ivc throe. 

Or if the brow the heart's tnie livery >\€ar, 

Liift not the festal musk ! enough to know 
No scene of mortal life but teems with mortal woe. 

Sir Walter Scott. 

Yes ! Aunt Marianne, I feel too certain that 
IVfiss Clairlowe "will accept the Duke.*' 

“ No! her friend may, but Mary never. No! 
T wish she could remember Laudsworth. Yet 
she was so young when they left England,” said 
Lady Wilverton, pacing to and fro in her fa- 
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voiirite old breakfast-room at the Manor House, 
whence the presumptive heir had ejected her 
brother several years before, and to which she 
had returned with its present lord on the 
morning alluded to. 

“ The coronet has no charm for your love— 
her heart is bound in iron links by a geni, and 
until he looscnctli the aforesaid bonds, captive 
it must remain; this geni, be it known, is a 
sad tyrant in affairs of love, and, if I were 
Mary, when freedom and power were allotted 
me, I would use them. 

“ No affirmative will a dukedom win from 
]ier, if simply depending on its own attrac¬ 
tions; and in this instance, even provoking, 
you must admit that nothing else has the Duke 

of St.-to offer! Ah, you shake your 

head—men do not understand mute affection,” 

“ Is my poor worship then not mute?” 

“ Yes, yes, Harold, to the world, but not to 
me! Now tell me, do you think Mary ever 
spoke of her affection?” 
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“ She has none for me, or I—her worse than 
slave—had years ago discovered it.” 

“ I have something to say, Harold. Do you 
j’eraemher, the other evening, when you re- 
rj[uested jne to favour you with the result of 
my hallucinations, at a moment when Lucy 
Aslimore forbade the opportunity for reply? 
Did I not perceive a slight colouring of jea¬ 
lousy, when she made her attack on little thin 
Mr. Cottar’s heart?” 

^ By Heaven, no! Acquit me, lady, of the 
daring interference! I aspire not to the tender 
notice of any individual. When I pay Miss 
Ashmore the compliment of a sigh, then de¬ 
nounce me as a blind fool!” 

“ A conceited speech. Lord Dentnoris.” 

“ When I select my wife, she will .not ex¬ 
pect me tamely to submit to the disposal of her 
time after the fashion of that vacant-hearted 
wmnan.” 

“ Do not flatter yourself, Harold, that you 
will enjoy such monopoly. * 
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“ Aunt Marianne/^ retorted her nephew in 
surprise, you astonish me by this new doc¬ 
trine I” 

“ Forgive me, I look around on man’s vari¬ 
ability, and, expecting nobler actions from the 
nobler race, wonder at the vacillating crowd.” 
I “ Peradventure, lady mine, I can divine the 
tlioughts unutteiTid, yet hanging on your lips, 
and longing thence to leap, just for the cruel 
purpose of confoundedly confusing your sub¬ 
missive hearer.” m- 

You really speak so vainly, Harold, I can 
scarcely find patience to answer you, although 
your superciliousness is merely assumed; but 
tell me, sage diviner! what mysteries lie undis¬ 
closed, connected with the compliments I have 

* 

ia wiser keeping for you?’ 

“ Listen, Aunt Marianne. ‘You would say, 
there is the Bev. Beverley Dentnoris at the 
head of the ‘changeables;’ he, forsooth, has 
wedded Mrs. Bacon. Then Lodwick Clairlowe 
is himself again, and, som^ affirm, again in 
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jeopardy. Tlicii little SalJy has already grieved 
over the blush of a uiaijicn hcartach. You 

t ' I 

# * 

and I, Aunt, are the only two exceptions to 
such deviating faith.^^ 

‘‘You and I, Harold! You give yoiurself 
more credit for adherence to your Venetian 
llamc than any other person allows you,” 

“ 1^0 soul shall I'ead the fondness of iny re¬ 
collections, dear Lady Wilverton, Miss Clair- 
lowe shall not have my name to grace her list 
of conquests.” 

“ Harold, you arc unjust. I tell you that 
Mary Clairlowe is decidedly the most superior 
woman I ever met; and you may leani to think 
so when it will be too late!” 

“Speak not in such.displeasure; I respect 
Miss Clairlowe beyofid any one.” 

“Yet, Harold, you can ascribe to her a 
motive unw:orthy of the most oonfirmed co¬ 
quette.” 

“ I did most unhappily uUer the sentiment. 
Oh, Lady Wilverton, I feel soured, galled, tor- 
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tiired, to believe that, when she considered 
herself safe from my proposals, she tolerated 
me; nay more, resented not the only look* I 
over gave of love as uncontrollable as inextin¬ 
guishable ; but now, however—no w—the wretch 
is free! avoids him. Lady Wilverton, I have 
sought her eyes in vain—ever have they been 
averted.” 

* 

Ah! gentle Mary, this was love’s timi¬ 
dity. You are the dullest lover I ever knew, 
Harold.” 

‘‘ Timidity or not, you will acknowledge it 
was not kind. Perchance her very superiority 
is beyond my dull comprehension. Oh that 1 
could read the only heart I covet.” 

Proverbially selfish men are! Your pride 
would sooner wi'cck a heart like Mary’s, than 
suffer a brief pang yourself; and most unen- 
durably provoking is it when you add inten¬ 
tional blindness to the failing.” 

“ Lady Wilverton, the crisis is at hand, and 
I am serious in this last confession. T have 
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never for one moment loved any other than 
Mary Glairlowe; yet she rejects the simplest 
act of kindness from me.” 

You tnistake her,” said Lady Wilverton. 

“ Stay, dear aunt, I know she loves me not! 
and, therefore, long since yielded my fate into 
His hands, who will direct all things rightly. 
I hope no more for myself in the affair.” 

Philosophy, perhaps,” observed Lady Wil- 
verton; certainly not piety.” 

“ Neither one nor the other,” replied Ha¬ 
rold; “but it is another imperfection added 
to the many. At least, Aunt Marianne, you 
would not have me condescend to woo one who 
cared not for Harold Dentnoris, and avoids, 
moreover, the new-found heir. Bring proof 
that Mary's kindlier thoughts were mine in 
obscurity and poverty, and then-” 

“What then, Harold?” 

“ I would ask her, on my knees, to be my 
wife.” ’ 

“ But, Harold, did you not say you had un- 
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equivocal assurance that her marriage with the 
Duke was already settled?” 

‘‘True! and when I read the newspaper’s 
announcement of the detestable union, I fear, 
my shadow will quickly fall away. My oracle 
plays me false if that event be not speedily 
consummated.” . 

r “ There is a little fable about ^ a dog in a 
manger,’ and another about another and the 
shadow of his dainty morsel, which the betray¬ 
ing streamlet, like the rivers of pride, magni¬ 
fied into a greater prize—a more satisfying 
portion than the tangible reality 1 ” 

“ Ah, yes!” responded Harold, “there-are 
other fables, too, of Cinderella’s lost slipper; 
so, as it is bn the stroke of ten, I needs must 
off to breakfast with the llerbertons—this 
jeumr a la fourchette As a novel treat from 
them, and I have a long drive before me.” 

Lord Dentnoris thought himself incapable 
of an idea derogatory to his attachment to Miss 
Clairlowe, and waS) therefore, blissfully insen- 
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sible to the fascination every one else perceived 
Miss Ashmore exercised over him. He had 
been induced, from the intimacy existing be¬ 
tween the inmates of the Grange and his home, 
to render his presence a sort of necessity to 
Lady Delvor; and, in doing so, had wantonly 
expressed admiration for her volatile friend. 
.Nevertheless, not one iota of love Jiad escaped 
the casket wherein it lay—devoted to dearer 
reminiscences, and sacred as his soul. 

The world and Charlotte Delvor attributed 
his attentions to a motive, far remote from 
mere amusement; while Mary heard the reports 
of his gallantries, and wept at a lover's apos- 
tacy. 

The name of Lord Dentnoris resounded so¬ 
lemnly from the hall to the ante-room, passing 
from one to the other of the powdered menials. 
Harold felt unaccountably oppressed at the 
echo of bis title; cotintless memories I'ushed 

through his mind, and one, the most intrusive, 

* 

that ere this, Mr. Slade had concluded the pre- 
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parations in Grosvenor-square, and that the 
appi'oaching month would enrol his name among 
the senators of our land, and be moreover de¬ 
voted to thoughts distinct from his daily dreams 
of Mary and her pride, busied him, when the 
J^hispering sounds of softer voices mingled 
With the well-known hum of announcement. 

V * 

LordHerberton and his daughter approached., 
‘‘Good morning, Dentnoris—^glad, uncommonly 
glad, to see you; breakfast waits, and if the long 
drive has sharpened your appetite, as much as 
the long waiting has rendered our hungry spi¬ 
rits keen, you’ll be all the better an hour hence, 
I think,” exclaimed the good-humoured old 
man. 

“ I really have many apologies to make,” 
said Harold, hurriedly. 

“No, no! no, no!—oh, no! There are few 
people I would wait for—^you are one of them, 
young man, and thus I leave Charlotte to your 
care, while I pursue tlie gloriously fine Mrs, 
Ashmore.” 

yon. II. F 
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“Papa insisted on waiting for you, Lord 
Dentnoris,^’ said his companion, “ although we 
ladies unanimously opposed so egregious a 
mistake.” 

“ And why was not the opposition victo- 

I 

rious? your wise suggestion ought to have 

been immediately carried into effect; however, 

surely you could resist the temptation of 

hunger to wait your most devoted slave,” re- 

« 

marked Harold, playfully. 

“ I could have patiently withstood its cravings 
to convince myself of that happy consideration, 
or for the sake of telling you, I cared less for 
it without you—but others waited; besides, as 
you are all self-suificient enough to ask the ques¬ 
tion, I will say no more on the subject.” 

“.You possess an imperfect opinion of my 
accomplishments—self-sufficiency would be too 
desirable a study, could I hope to attain pro¬ 
ficiency in it,” replied our hero. 

“ The good folks here are so averse to fun, 
now-a-days, that to make them stare a little 
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would be worth any trouble—no matter who 
plays the martyr-part.” 

“ Well, I am inexpressibly thankful for the 
complimentary distinction. Will you allow 
me to deposit you in tliis corner while I do 
your bidding, and bow good-morrow to your 
noble mother, lady ?” 

“ Pray leave me; I apprehend no sadness 
will overtake me for your absence—prolong it 
till doomsday, if you please—I form a tiny 
item in the price current of your friends!” said 
the beautiful woman. 

“ Pardon me! I go to confess my dereliction, 
and hear forgiveness for occasioning the break¬ 
fast’s delay; you are quite sure there is no 
other person present for whom I would leave 
your side.” 

Dentnoris meant no more nor less than he 
said; yet the vanity of Lady Delvor led her to 
interpret his ingenuous candour very differently, 
and the magnificent daughter of that house 
fumed laughingly away, to hide the chagrin 

F 2 
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but fruitlessly concealed from her neighbouring 
guest. 

Lady Ilerberton delightedly shook hands 
with the favoured visitor, as Miss Ashmore, 
with many a witching blandishment ready for 
the field, timidly advanced to receive her share 
of greeting. 

Noon had long since passed when Lord Dent- 
noris re-entered the door of his country homo. 

‘‘ Any post to day ?” he inquired. 

“ None at all, my lord, except a letter for 
Miss Dentnoris, from Clarcns.” 

The heart of the questioner beat quickly, 
and the impassioned lines of his namesake mur¬ 
mured on his lips. “ Clarens, sweet Clarens, 
birthplace of deep love ! Where is Lady Wil- 
verton?^ 

‘‘ Gone into the village, ray lord, and de¬ 
sired, if you came before her return, I was to 
tell you, if you possibly could, to join her there, 
my lord,” said Wilson. 

Our hero deliberated: he must see Sarah in 
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the tirst place. “ Where was slic?’^ he again in¬ 
quired. 

“ In the garden, my lord; would you please 
I should call the young lady 

“ No,” replied the master, “ I will seek her 
there.” 

lie was not long in discovering her retreat. 
Sarah, at the sound of footsteps, vainly crum¬ 
bled the fragments of a letter into her little 
hand; but Lord Dentnoris, having been fore¬ 
warned of the prize, quizzed the blushing girl, 
till she felt obliged to confess “ the post 
brought a silly letter from George—too silly,” 
added she, “ to show you, Harold; but I must 
do as he desires me, and give you all the news 
in it. Some of the information will prove 
Aunt Marianne quite wrong. Miss Clairlowe 
is married. Oh I Harold, what is the matter? 
You will fall—sit down here—do, pray, sit 
down—how pale, and yet how red you look 
again—dear me, dear me, I will call Wilson.” 

“ No; only lend me your letter, Barah,” said 
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41 

the brother, kissing the white little ai*ni, cling¬ 
ing round his neck. 

“.Shall I read it to you? It will tire you to 
read such nonsense—the wedding has turned 
George^s head.” 

Harold took the fatal bi^\ct—albeit, 
comfort thence ensued. » 


“Dear Sarah, 


hen Lord Dent- 
4is country liomo. 

“You arc growing .yirecl. 
age—send me longer letters, ept a letter for 
them now twenty times more»» 
at home. This place is as ^ |)eat quickly, 
Oastle was. Door ]Miss GlairlO'^g^iiij^gQ^^^Q mu]*- 
so depressed at the wedding, y^eet Clarens, 
very nearly’fainted twice. Hcrig wil- 
that Lady Delvor never looked ha. . ^ • 

and now that business is over, and Mary Clair- 
lowc gone^ I try to ’scape the riding parties. 
Mary Anne Belton is more simple than ever; 
she always prates of my handsome brother, and 
at the wedding whispered to Mary, ‘ what a 
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handsome bridegroom Lord llentnoris would 
make;’ I could have stung her. Mr. Clarke 
talks of leaving this to-morrow, for Rome—I 
^ shall hail the change with sincere delight. Co- 
loncl^Clairlowe says, Mary was not wise; but 
she, poor dear lady, had hot spirit to refuse 
any one, particularly the one who wanted her. 

“ Tell me, Sally, how you all ai'e? Ask 
Harold to come to us; he has nothing to do, 
and it is such prosy work to have only one’s 
tutor’s society. 

“ Give my compliments to Charles Bacon, 
unless he gets too many from you. Uncle 
Beverley has all particulars. 

“ Your affectionate, G. D.” 

“ Th^nk you, Sarah,” said the unhappy lover, 
in a tone of deep despondency, that will do 
and Harold Dentnoris sat fixed in musings on 
the mutability of human nature. 

It was a lovely afternoon; the cool western 
breeze portended rain, after many days of dearth, 
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while the firmament beamed radiantly through 
the wandering clouds. The, scene appeared 
adapted to assist the mood of a heart beyond 
despair—a heart breathing its latest hope over 
the gravestone of its fancied idol. 

The reports of the few preceding months, 
and the changeful fliglits of George^s diction, 
all had been disregarded; by this letter all was 
confirmed. 

“ What now is my wealth to me ? where now 
the glory of my honourable name?” sighed Lord 
Dentnori8—r-“ Baubles luring me on to mad¬ 
ness. Mary, my beloved one! mine in dreamy 
thought no more. Shall I repeat this vainly, 
and my soul refuse belief? Must I quench 
the vital spark of my lone being ? Go, 

vision—the Duchess of St.-. Welcome, 

killing certainty, I hug you cheerily! compared 
to the suspense of years, thou art the healthier 
visitant by far. Oh, Mary! my far off star— 
my prayer! guide of my soul! fai^ewell. Fare¬ 
well, Dudhess of St.—repeated Harold, 
aloud. 
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“ Duchess of St-Who is she?” iisked 

/* 

Lady Wilverton, approaching her nephew. 

“ She is married!” 

‘‘I suppose so; but what of that? You 
mean Miss Belton, do you not—Mary Anne’s 
sister?” . ' 

“ Alas! no. My prediction is verified—Miss 
Clairlowc wears the coronet.” 

“ And who has communicated the auspicioi|s 
event, may I ask? Colonel Clairlowe, or her 
mother?” 

“ It is stated in a letter from George to 
Sarah,” replied Dentnoris. “ Smile no more on 
the subject, lady; there is no alternative, save 
firmer credence. I cannot watch* your laugh 
of incredulity—it will drive me distrusted, 
Aunt Marianne,” cried he, darting away, and 
dashing his hand to his brow—“it will destroy 
my senses. Oh, Heaven! every deed is of 
Thy will. I bow—I am content.” 

Lady Wilverton glanced distressedly at the 
melancholy calm of his manner, then turned 

F 3 
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in search of Miss Dentnoris. The merry gii*l 
had, however, heard the carriage stop, and 
hastened (her arms laden with a packet) to 
meet her aunt. 

“ Look, dear Harold; may not these be Uhe 
particulars?’ ” she inquired. 

Lady Wilverton opened the treasures, be¬ 
ginning with the Rector’s brief summary of 
continental news. A scream of surprised 
delight recalled Harold to her side. 

- I knew it!” 

“ Knew what, dear Aunt Marianne ? What 
doe she say ?” 

“ Mary Clairlowe’s love to you, Sarah, and 

s 

myself; her kind remembrances to you, Lord 
Dentnoris, who,” added she, “ certainly do not 
deserve them.” 

But of the marriage what is said?’^ gasped 
the agitated lover. “ Ts she really gone?” 

Gone, Harold; what do you mean? Yes, 
she is gone—gone to visit the dying Countess 
Estalles!” 
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“ But married?* 

‘‘ No, she is not married. You ought not 
to wrong her by the question.** 

Harold answered not—there was too deep 
a flood of thankful joy o’erburdening his heart, 
too great a knowledge of his love*s unchained 
existence, too tumultuous a sense of hope 
within his breast to be poured out^—the great 
revulsion seemed too much to bear, even the 
dark grief preceding wakened him not to 
such perfect knowledge of his affection, as did 
tins flashing joy. 

“ Take the letters,** said the considerate 
monitress; “ the head and front of their long 
theme is this—Jane Belton is the Duchess of 

St-. Mary and Lady Belton, accompanied 

by Sir William, are on a visit to poor Ida, 
Join us soon, Harold. Come, Sarah, let us 
leave Othello, and thank his bright presiding 
star. We leave him time *to act contritely. 
Harold, your Iriend lago is at a place near 
Glarens, 1 saw the post-mark inadvertently 
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on an eni2)ty envelope you bad oi'st aside, and 
well I knew he wrote not to console the 
wretched. • The initials B. E. ever are conspi¬ 
cuous,” 
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CHAPTER VI. 


“ Sliglit arc the outward tsigns of evil thought, 
Within—within—'tw'as there the spirit wrought, 
Love shows all changes—Hate, Ambition, Guile, 
Betray no farther than the Intter smile ; 

The lip’s least curl, the lightest paleness thrown. 
Along the govern’d aspect- 

ConsAiJR. 


“ Alas! she’s cold ; 

Her blood is settled, and her joints arc stitf; 

Life and these lips have long been separated: 
Death lies on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the field.” 

iloMEo AND Juliet. 

Rain descended ^in torrents. from the un- 
iippeasable looking sky, as the Countess Estalles 
took her work to the little* picture gallery, 
trusting that the diversion might enliveii her 
mind. 



110 COALS AND CONRDONS; OB, 

The Count had; desired her to expect his 
return—^her child was drooping fast—and she 
only waited the result of its illness to accom¬ 
plish her intentions. 

Scandal had driven her from Paris, Florence, 
and now from Sir Brook’s “ bower” she must 
hastily depart — her quondam friend had 
learned to view the boy, “ Tchell,” with 
jealous eyes, and Ma Estalles felt how difficult 
it was to bear the perverse spirit of the stately 
Emmersly. 

Yet, with all her innate coquetry, Ida 
Estalles was not degraded enough to ensnare 
his youthful competitors. 

The sickly infant perished, unmourned save 
by the Count, its father, whose unexpected 
return awakened the mother to a sense of its 
danger. 

» 

Alas! Ida had too late discovered the extent 
of Sir Brook’s deceit, and proved beyond a 
doubt the superiority of the man she wedded. 

The death of his son, upon whom the un- 
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happy Count depended for some few years of 
comfort, till Ida should leave the world and 
its intricate wickedness, roused him from his 
torpid admiration of her beauty, and rent from 
his darkened eyes the bandage they hkd worn 
so long. 

Separation ensued, and the remembered 
‘‘ past” was all of consolation Ida Estalles 
carried from the Parisian multitude. 

Of Italy or England the child of General 
Dcschamps dared not think. 

The page of childhood’s memories was less 
1‘aulty, less turbulent, but too*calm and pure 
for present enjoyment. 

To Hungary she turned! She could not 
meet the angry, unforgiving brow of a stern 
father—consequently, with a slender income, 
reduced from extravagance, she found a refuge 
in the retired district of -. 

A few nights subsequently to the introduc¬ 
tion of the Countess to her “solitude,” she 
was startled by a quiet tapping at the latticed 
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window. Concluding it was some poor bird, 
or a branch of the twining woodbine, she 
removed the rude latch to prevent further 
annoyance, when, to her horror and disgust, 
Brook iiittmersly presented himself* 

' With gentle force he displaced the arm that 
would have arrested his advance, and then 
bounding over the low sill, deposited his un¬ 
welcome person in the comfortless sitting-room. 

Amazement and indignation stifled any 
expression of resentment, when the silence 
was broken by Sir Brook —“ You are glad to 
see me, my love?^’ 

Stai’tled a little, no doubt, Ida could not 
realize this cruel temerity—her tongue clave 
to lips whose hueless colouring betokened the 
internal struggle of the victim; coldly but 
haughtily she gazed on the lineaments once so 
beloved; then, with the violence of pent seve¬ 
rity, bursting from her passion’s prison house, 
answered the man who thus so boldly braved 
the misery of a wretched woman. 
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‘‘ Sir Brook, I charge you to begone—too 
well I know you now!” 

“ Not too well, dear,” replied Sir Brook, 
with supercilious precision. 

“ Nay, speak, I intreat you, beautiful tda. 
I thank you for not reproving this testification 
of my devotedness.” 

With an austere, penetrating glance, the 
astonished woman looked again into the face 
of her former lover. ‘‘ I can imagine no occu¬ 
pation more degrading than my own, in afford¬ 
ing you a reply, Sir Brook,” she said. 

“ Nay, I require no ceremony—treat me as 

_ * 

ever—call me Emmersly — Brook — love— 

slave. Oh, anything save that by which each 

passionless devotee addresses me. Nay, neither 

frown on nor scorn your protector.” 

“ Sir Brook Eramersly, you oblige me to 
practise the lessons of disdain yourself in¬ 
structed me how to use. 

“ When Ida Estalles discovered your deep 
interest in her concerns, she learned to hate, 
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condemn, thoroughly despise you. You live 
only to fathom woman’s love; for your own, 
and virtue’s sake, stay not to speculate upon 
her hatred.” 

She had quelled the ruffian in her look of 
bitter irony; and for the second time during 
his wanderings on the earth, Brook Emmersly 
quailed ||eneath a woman’s eye—the flashes 
of a revengeful soul fixed him to the spot. 

The Countess then raising her exquisite 
figure to its full height, curling her proud lip, 
that once in rich ripe loveliness nothing ex¬ 
ceeded; her black hair loosely hanging in 
profiise clusters upon her neck, and her form 
enveloped in a capacious robe of costly, trans¬ 
parent muslin, approached the door. Brook 
Emmersly anticipated the movement, and 
stepping forward to obstnict her way, ob¬ 
served— 

“ By the god Mars! here is a Bible. 
Lady, I fear I interrupted you at your de¬ 
votions?”' 
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It was not as he supposed. The flood of 
fury had not passed; Ida had stayed it for 
her purpose. This thwarted, she renewed her 
rending sarcasms. 

Nay—I have travelled far,'’ said Sir 
Brook; ‘‘ have left the Clairlowes at their 
favourite Clarens—have, day and night, pur- 
|igd you, for the sake of ascertaining how I 
l^uld augment your pleasures, or diminish 
your poverty.” ^ 

The Countess could endure no farther; 
again her attempt to reach the only door 
failed. 

“ Ida, did you ever love me ?” inquired 
Emmersly, in an accent of calm collected- 
ness. 

“ To what purpose should I confirm my pre¬ 
sent hate?” asked she. 

“Your hate? — Nay, dear! Speak more 
blandly,” continued Sir Brook, plainly per¬ 
ceiving her mind was busy in arranging some 
plan of escape. 
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‘‘ If this be love !’* responded the powerless 
woman, you have iny perfect wishes—shall 
1 name them?—I would my look could rend 
your thread of life, and send you quietly, 
traitor, to the judgment seat.” 

The wife of Estalles was too proud to shrink, 
and knowing that to yield was her only 
alternative, she sat despairingly waiting her 
guest^s pleasure. • 

“ Proceed, lady,” said he* imitating her 
chilling tones. 

I saw you first, young sir, just as the rc- 

9 

pugnance of my heart began to lessen towards 
my projected union with Major llai'ris. Yes, 
welcome teai's of dropping gall,” continued 
Ida. ‘‘ Your voice seduced me from uiy father’s 
command. I was not very young, but love, 
false love, till then lay dormant in my bosom: 
it bloomed, perhaps, more passionately for its 
long nurturing. 

‘‘ I loved—would* that I could blot out the 
memory with your blood, as man to man 
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might do. In those bright hours I judged 
your actions by my own. My bosom held 
not a thought of harm to dissipate my un¬ 
alloyed gladness. You would not allow my 
father to be informed of my reasons for break¬ 
ing the engagement—it was our first domestic 
trial. Neither would you permit me to re¬ 
veal our mutual attachment to him; and 
when we met, it was with cold formality; as 
I grew, the spell encircled my growth.” 

Sir lirook smiled malignantly — however, 
the power to annoy his captive had departed. 

I refused to fly with you, unless even a 
secret marriage first was consummated. Since 
that time what have I not felt of misery and 
distress? What has not Estalles suffered? I 
cannot speak the hatred burning within every 
recess of my stung spirit, though see how 
easily I des^Tibe the love which hath passed. 
This, then, shall decide how disproportion¬ 
ately great is my aversion. Now, leave me, 
sir. Obey, Emmcrsly,” added she, perceiving 
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that her visitor rather composed himself than 
prepared to depart. “ I see you intend to 
pursue your own inclination, Sir Brook, but 
as far as I am concerned, you must permit 
some impediments.” The Countess attempted 
to reach the bell. 

Her persecutor remarked the effort, and 
with intuitive apprehension, arrested lier arm, 
muttering— 

“ Silly, ridiculous woman! Mark how 
frail you are.” 

‘‘ I am I” said she, in an agony of passion. 
‘‘ I am frail!” and by an unexpected jerk, 
her attenuated arm snapped within his hold. 
Sir Brook relinquished it in alarm—Madame 
Estalles fainted! her eyes opened no more 
from their glared fixedness, to bear the kno^v- 
ledge of her tormentor's presence. 

Life was spared for many weary months, 
when unskilful amputation finished the work 
so wantonly begun. The number of her days 
was told, and in certainty of approaching dis- 
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solution, Ida penned a few Imrried words to 
her • friends at Clarens, bidding them be 
speedy, and catch the parting breath of her 
repentant soul. 

Mary Clairlowe insisted on accompanying 
Lady Belton, and happily arrived several 
days ere the young Countess’s painful pilgrim¬ 
age terminated. 

The two ladies still lingered over the relics 
of the unfortunate Ida, when a ragged boy, 
thrusting a letter into Miss Clairlowe’s hand, 
ruslied abashed from the “ great people,” as 
they were called by the peasantry, and was out 
of sight instantly. 

To Lady Belton and Miss Clairlowe, 

“ Pardon, Madame and Mademoiselle, the 
intrusion of this epistle. My holy depth of 
gratitude will not be restrained—you tended 
my poor Ida well, may the God of our fathers 
reward you. Long months ago, I entered 
the Protestant church. I soothed and com- 
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forted my wife, and redoubled my thankful¬ 
ness to Heaven for my own conversion. You 
knew me not again, in the priest’s garb. 
Lady, I am changed. At that altar whence I 
took ray bride, I felt my soul relax from the 
strong hold of Popery; and though my knee 
first bent clandestinely to my Father’s throne, 
its homage hath outlived the world, its scan¬ 
dal, and its sorrows; my gladdened heart 
bends in humble adoration to Him, and in 
heartfelt thankfulness to your generous selves. 
These thoughts make all tlie riches on earth 
to your grateful— 

“ P. Estalles.” 

There was little remaining to detain poor 
Ida’s visitors at-. They hastened, there¬ 

fore, to collect the small property of the dead; 
and carefully locking up the whole, despatched 
a messenger to the Count, begging him to 
take, immediate possession thereof. Among 
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her papers the following letter was dis¬ 
covered :— 

“ When the first pause after your inter¬ 
ment bids the conscience of survivors recall 
only the blest moments of their companion- 
sliip with the departed — when only remi¬ 
niscences of happiness come over one’s heart, 
then Ida, my wife, I will remember thee. T 
liavc not ])ocn the ‘ guilty inventor of a 
talc,’ of whicli your letters accuse me. 1 
madly loved you—the serpent ‘jealousy’ tore 
my gentler thoughts from you.—Say, had I 
no cause? My child—our child, Ida, had 
been forgotten! You ruthlessly smiled upon 

my grief-did more — called me ‘ dupe,’ 

and—but enough! We separated. I have 
Avatched you until now—would I had known 
the visitor had dared molest your solitude, I 
<liscovered thb too late. Friends have been 
—still are, near you, Ida, who, from a chain 
of circumstanccfe, are of more value to you 

VOL. II. 0 
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than your unworthy husband. They, I feel 
assured, will guard you from intruding visitors 
in future. I shall be near you when you 
die. Ay, more! I will pray to be with your 
spirit in its flight. Rely, my wife, on Him 
to whom we have appealed. Give one other 
mercy—thought to me. Then go, Ida—go to 
meet your God—^your Redeemer! whose saving 
intercession will be yours. Go seek our babe, 
and when I enter Heaven’s gates, let me see 
Ida and our child together; the sight will blot 
out all the past, but love. 


‘‘ P. Estalles.” 
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CIIAPTEE VII. 

“ She fails—she slnlie—as iHes the lamp, 

.Fn eliarnel airs, or cavern ilamp, 

So quickly do hi.s baleful sighs, 

Quench all the sweet light of her eyes I” 

Paradise and the Peri. 

“-’Twas he 

(jlave heat unto the in jury,*which return’d 
Like a petard ill lighted to the bosom 
Of him who gave fire to it.” 

Fair Maid op the Inn. 

We left Lord Dentnoris alone, revelling in 
tlic delight of dreams, varying as the clouds 
above liini—till, like them, vanquished by the 
summer sunshine—when, with a lightened 
sjiirit, he blithely quitted the gardens to join 
his hotter angel, Lady Wilverton. 

g2 
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‘‘ One word, Harold,” said Aunt Marianne, 
meeting him; “ there yet remains an hour 
and twenty minutes to seven—will you take 
this money, or as much of your own if you 
prefer it, and a message for me to a cottage 
close by? 1 must tell you, in the first place, 
that I was sent for in great haste this morn¬ 
ing, to visit a poor woman who had just arrived 
from Ireland with her family, I imagine. 

“ At all events she is accompanied by a 
wretched trio, a man, woman, and child, mak¬ 
ing in the whole four, according to my compu¬ 
tation ; and the rejison I speak so gladly about 
them is this—I made each squalid face look 
happier in the morning, you go and add to the 
cheerful work to-night.” 

‘‘ But why should not Wilson do this ser¬ 
vice for me ?” inquired Dentnoris. 

“Ever thus! Ob, it is ever thus! Ah, 
well, I see I must discover all my secret,” said 
Lady Wilverton. “ Yoii must know, Harold, 
that the sick woman is Villiers—she who 
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brunglit tlie cliiklreii to England—and has 
much information to^’evcal concerning your 
interests. I wish you would see her soon—she 
is certainly very ill.^^ 

1 will do your bidding immediately, 
though fain would I have enjoyed more sellish 
thoughts just now. Where lives this woman, 
and for whom should I inquire 

“ Good old Bradford has given them his 
only out-house; the cottage you know—then 
instead of going in at the door near the road, 
pass to the right. Good bye.” 

“ Nellie!” shrieked a most unseemly he- 
raldress, as Harold Dentnoris inquired for the 
sick person Lady Wilverton had that morn¬ 
ing relieved. “ Nellie, I say, you'll be in 
your best, I suppose, afore I lets in the big 
gentle as waits to see you?” 

No more 1 No, never more, O'Brien; de¬ 
sire Lord Dentnoris to walk in. 1 feel it can 
be no other gentleman who thus could brave 
the miseries around me, unless indeed he wear 
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a pastor^s garb, and feels religion's law con¬ 
strain liim to act generously. Approach, my 
lord," continued she, “ I have but scanty 
space for shrift." 

The gentleness of the Tyoman's address, her 
correct intonation and graceful movement, as 
she raised her arm, signifying a desire to be 
obeyed, formed a strange contrast to the care¬ 
less combination of squalidness and misery 
settled on every part of the room, and the 
creatures within it. 

Be seated, my lord!” said the invalid; 
“ I have more to communicate than my hours 
are sufficient for; yet till the burthen be re¬ 
moved, I must suffer pangs which, if patiently 
endured, may appease the wrath of an offended 
God. No prayer will come till shattered me¬ 
mory hath rest. Wine, Jane!—more wine! 
—more!" she ejaculated, as the wooden spoon 
was emptied, “ more!" and for the eighth time 
a wretched nurse replenished the ladle, and 
again the wine was drained from its uninviting 
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deposit: then lifting her haggard countenance 
to Harold, she commenced a history of her life, 
motioning him to place his seat still nearer to 
the bed side. 

“ My father,” said the unfortunate nar¬ 
rator, “ was a hedger on the Wilverton estate. 
These people bear no connexion with me, more 
than this; that ruined man, the wretch you 
see in the corner, was a sailor on board the 
ship in which we left Calcutta, and faithfully 
discharged a trust, even to starvation—^but of 
this hereafter. My mother died in giving me 
birth. A sister of my poor old father^s brought 
me up, till I was of an age to undertake the 
care of our little cottage; poor, dear father, he 
was proud of me—he married as an old man— 
my mother, too, was forty, and consequently I 
was very precious to him, and every spare 
farthing was put by to afford me the harmless 
vanities of youth. I was one of Lady Wil- 
verton’s school, and there learned to read and 
write, perhaps too well; but I don't know. 
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My joy and comfort was in onr frugal home, 
and when ‘ Tlie Lady’ used to praise its 
order and neatness, the clever mending of 
father’s and my own clothes, my young lieart 
bounded with gladness, and tears would trickle 
down the one dear old face, as he sat beside 
the well swept hearth, looking in transport at 
the moving lips, and speaking eyes, of our 
benefactress. 

“ Morning after morning, night after night, 
we knelt together at the log-table, and blessed 
the Lord who provided us such happiness. 
I loved ray father and adored ^ my God—I 
venerated ‘ the Lady,* and my old aunt’s kind¬ 
ness was a continual theme—indeed 1 liked 
every one! Oh, how gleesomcly I used to 
work a little with iny needle, helping the 
housekeeper at the Abbey, when father did not 
know of it, and turn my earnings into a warm 
jacket or new shoes for him, or even a new 
plate or wooden spoon, as far as it woujd go, 



129 


TllK CUROJNlCLlSfcJ OF A LIFJC. 

anil prepare the little surprise by the time lie 
came home from hedging. 

“ All, my lord, does it not appear impro¬ 
bable that the guilty wretch before you could 
have been so pure? I am dying—^believe, 
tlierefore, each word I utter. But to continue, 
nor waste the fleeting time. 

’ “ We went on in this way till my fourteenth 
year, when the jspring dinner Lady Wilverton 
always gave the villagers, came round. The 
week before father bought me a blue print, 
almost, I thought, looking like ‘ the Lady’s* 
silks. I showed it to Waynard, the Abbey 
housekeeper, who got it made for me, and 
‘ the Lady’s’ maid gave me a little lace cap 
to wear Avith it, assisting my vanity to the 
very utmost. 

“ My father’s voice warned me repeatedly 
ere 1 turned from consulting the sixpenny 
mirror; and when I joined him he looked so 
satisfied with my appearance, called me his 

G 8 
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smai^t young Nellie, and hobbled ofF so gaily, 
that my silly self grew half bewildered with 
an intuitive importance. 

‘‘ The feast was a merry one, though ‘ the 
Lady ’ was not there; she staid at home, they 
said, for fear of increasing a sad cold. The 
laughter loving crowd at length were about to 
disperse, when I felt, rather than saw, a gen^ 
tleman standing on the opposite side of the 
dance; his look was fixed on me; I blushed, 
intreated my father to leave, feeling frightened 
rather than flattered by the attention my new 
gown drew upon me, for ray head was filled 
with the recollection of its silky appearance, 
and believing only the gentleman^s astonish¬ 
ment proceeded from the same cause, hastened 
to move away. 

“ Notwithstanding the numerous village 
beaux who flocked around us both, father and 
T were very grave; albeit we listened to the 
topics of feasts and fun, and the settling of a 
party for IMay-day, and the decision to make 
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me its Queen. Father had his reasons for dis¬ 
senting; however, it was given against him, 
and ‘ Nellie Eyder' was unanimously shouted 
by a boisterous chorus. 

“ We reached our comfortable room—father 
seemed disturbed—closed the door, and took 
his seat at the window. I went to put the 
Bible down before him, when he pulled me to 
his side, and in mournful accents exclaimed— 
‘ Nelly, give up being ‘ Queen of the May' this 
once; that lot don't suit a hedger’s daughter— 
it's above ye!'—but 1 tire you, my lord?” 

“ Oh, no; I be^you speak on.” 

“ I cried till my heart seemed breaking, and 
answered: ‘ Well, father, I don't mind, if you 
don't like me to take the place, I won't be 
Queen.' ” 

“ ‘ There's a dear good girl,' said father; but 
I cried on, feeling that my resignation of the 
expected honour would deprive me' of a proud 
position in the village circle. 

‘‘ The next day, in consequence, my cheek 
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^vas paler, and my father suddenly altered his 
opinion. 

“ I could not suppress my joy, for 'which 
my father thanked me, saying, ‘ the more glad 
you seem, Nellie, the more I know *what you 
would have given up for my sake.^ 

‘‘ Alas, I was the Queen! A band of young 
girls, dressed in wreaths and white muslins, for 
which the ‘ Lady ’ always supplied the funds, 
walked behind me to the Bower. I wore no 
crown as yet; my auburn hair—see it now, my 
lord, white as driven snow, and yet I am not 
aged—fell in profusion oyer my bare and 
blanched shoulders. 

I had been cherished from infancy—the hot 
sun had never bronzed my clear complexion— 
I heard the*lbud huzzas, the murmured praises, 
and at that moment, bending with an excess of 
excitement, I would willingly have changed my 
queenship with the meanest of my appointed 
vassals. 

“ My father was too proud of his child's 
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triumph to imagine her distress. On—on— 
went the merry throng; I was dragged and 
pushed by turns, until arriving at the May- 
pole, when I heard the voice of a lady, deputed 
by our Lady, who a second time was absent, 
proclaim me Queen of the day^s revels—^hoping 
tliat the morrow would teem with pleasant re¬ 
collections, induced by order, sobriety, and 
merriment, unmingled by the common errors 
^^hich sometimes occurred, and which ever 
^brought with them contempt from man, and 
displeasure from God. ‘Be liappy and be 
wise/ said the speaker; ‘ and now, beautiful 
queen, the dance awaits you, and many a happy 
return of this sweet May season to you all.’ 

’ “ It was a glad, a merry sight. I looked 
down as she bound the rosy wreath over my 
brow, and bid me wait one moment for my 
laurel sceptre. . At length the coronation 
was completed, and I lifted up my eyes again 
—those grey eyes of the spring dinner threw 
their steadfast gaze upon me—I blushed, and, 
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too subdued to share my partner's mirth—he 
was a scion of a proud line, and—human too, 
proud, I quitted the string of dancers, and 
there, amid the noble spectators, for all the 
wealthy of the neighbourhood joined the fa¬ 
voured Mayings in those days, collected the 
mystic thoughts that second look had altoge¬ 
ther unsettled. 

“ The Queen was to sing—‘ Oh, yes! Oh, 
yes V was vociferated by the peasantry. 

“ ‘ Do!’ proceeded from a deep voice near; it 

was my partner, the young Earl C-. I 

sang an old ballad—my voice was rich and 
powerful—praises followed—a thousand things 
were vowed—other songs followed. 

“ My composure regained, I once more lifted 
my eyes from the ground, and met the 
stranger's unchanged admiration. I fancied 
every mysterious thing. • 

He spoke not to those around, and I began 
to imagine the figure one of the great 
lord's ghosts seen in ruins, Mrs. Waynard 
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having lent me several of Mrs. RadclifFe^s 
works. 

“ Whoever he might be, I frightened myself 
into a fever of conjecture, and started with a 
half-suppressed shriek, when a hand lightly 
touched me on the shoulder. The surprise was, 
however, most agreeable. 

“ The mother of the Earl had come to make 
an offering to ‘ the Queen of May. ^ ‘ Here, 

young queen,^ said she, ‘ I am to reward you 
for your song, and request a favour for my son 
—will you have this?’ added the ladyj throw¬ 
ing a pretty chain of gold over my neck—‘ I 
have nothing more suited for you here.’ 

“ For several moments I resisted the idea of 
retaining it; however, finding my efforts to re¬ 
turn it perfectly unavailing, I begged to be 
allowed to do everything I could for the kind 
lady. ‘ Indeed,’ replied she, ‘ it is not to me 

that thanks are due—Lord C---, my son, 

has bestowed it simply by way of bribe; and 
this is to be the guerdon for the gift. On 
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IMoncUiy next tliiit lovely creature,* added sliu, 
pointing to an elegant girl at the entrance of 
the bower, ‘is to become his wife; will you dance 
with the servants at her wedding?* 

“ 1 could scarcely find language to reply, 
beyond asserting the fact, that ray father was 
only a hedger. 

“ ‘Oil, he must come, too,* said the Earl, 
hastily—in another moment he was gone. 

“ At nine o*clock my father bade me break 
up the revels. This I did, according to custom; 
and we sought our home, followed by a band of 
girls, as before, lighted by a brilliant moon. 
‘ God save the Queen* was chaunted at our 
door ; good nights were said, and ‘ May-day* 
ended. 

“ As the door closed on its creaking hinges, 

* 

my father desired me, with austerity never 
before assumed towards his darling, to be 
quick and change my flaunting gear, for the 
honest russet-becoming a hedger*s daughter. 
‘ Never again,* said he, ‘ shall you have those 
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fierce grey wicked eyes fixed on you so boldly, 
for all the world as though you were his pup¬ 
pet-show.' 

“ 1 started; turned to leave the room— 
why did 1 then wish he had not seen them— 
how heedless we ever arc of Heaven's warn¬ 
ings. 

“ !My movement displayed the neck-chain— 
witli a desperate effort my parent sprang to¬ 
wards me: ‘ Nellie,' exclaimed he, ‘ where, in 
the name of our great God, did you get that 
chain? IVIy heart leaped, I could not reply 
—my hesitation increased his alarm. 

“ ‘ Speak? cried my poor father; ‘ say how 
you came by it, ay, even should the truth blast 
my doating heart.' 

“ Had his life depended on a reply, my 
parched lips would have remained inuiioveable; 
the possession of the chain I felt to be a com¬ 
pliment; but tlie old man's frown, the frantic 
motion of his form, distended eye, and clenched 
hand, the other grasping me with wild energy, 
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frightened iny spirit, and I sank on our only 

chair powerless and stupified. 

My father spoke not; moments elapsed, 
and then he knelt down to pray for the Lord^s 
mercy to his weak orphan. 

“ Tears came to my relief; and oh! could I 
live again those two succeeding hours, methinks 
1 would leave this world in peace and hope, 
with God and man. 

“ I told him all! I had no need for conceal¬ 
ment—happy thought—he blessed and kissed 
me—bade me change my garments, after which, 
in quiet comfort we sat down to our Bible. He 
did not perceive my frequent inattention; that 
first exaltation rooted every seed of goodness 
from my soul. 

“ The memory of May-day was frequently 
revived, till the wedding day of the young 
earl. Mrs. Waynard begged me to step up 
to the Abbey to be dressed. Father trusted 
me to the housekeeper’s charge. Lady Wilver- 
ton was on a visit to Mr. Beverley Dentnoris. 
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At tour o’clock I started with my bundle; after 
crossing the copse, I turned to the shaded oak 
seat to rest myself, thinking that, as I could 
see nobody, nobody could see me. A gentle¬ 
man approached; and, still fancying I was un¬ 
perceived myself, I remained motionless. He 
stopped. I scarcely breathed, hoping he would 
pass on. Contrary to my expectations, he re¬ 
mained, murmuring to himself, at intervals, 
‘ that sweet young creature, Queen of the May 
—why cannot I forget her? a peasant’s child, 
a boor’s, a hedger’§! Silly heart, be still I I 
vow I love the child.’ It was the last sentence, 
uttered in a deep low tone of pathos, my hus- 
band—nay, start not, my lord—knew so well 
how to assume at times. He turned round; 
the blaze of those grey eyes were upon me; in 

the confusion of the moment I moved to quit 

* 

the spot; I felt abashed at being deemed an 
‘ eavesdropper’—I feared to show my burning 
face; forcing ray trembling knees to do their 
duty, I seized my bundle, and attempted to 
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run; even in my distress I read his gaze of ad¬ 
miration, and dreaded to repeat my look to¬ 
wards the place where he still stood, lest it 
might appear a sign for him to join me. On¬ 
ward I walked, till at length a turning hid me 
from his view, and I gladly hailed the respite 
to my hurried pace, to recover my ruffled spi¬ 
rits, in case I should meet anv one from the 
Abbey, and there was yet nearly a mile before 
me. A gentle step soon overtook me, followed 
by words indelibly engraven on my memory. 

“ ‘ Did my sudden appearance terrify you, 
damsel?^ inquired the gentleman; ‘ if so, your 
swain shall quickly dispel the blushes he has 
caused, by taking leave of you at once.^ Ilis 
manner indicated a question rather than a re¬ 
solve. ‘ Good bye, dear pretty one! ’ he con¬ 
tinued ; ‘ do learn to hate my presence less; 
by-bye, dear trembler.’ I saw him turn away, 
heard the clattering of carriage wheels, and 
sighed. I understood not my own emotions— 
where he left me, there I I’emained. 
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“ His words were unintelligible to me sepa¬ 
rately, but, expressed as he expressed them, I 
treasured them above all other records. Five 
o’clock struck on my ear like a reproachful 
knell, and I hurried forward. Mrs. Wayiiard 
was alarnFcd at my late coming, and most de¬ 
lightful were the scoldings I received. 

“ Early tlic next morning wo started for tlie 
‘ great house.’ My toilet was completed in 
‘ the Lady’s ’ own room, and certainly the glass 
confirmed the many voices of applause around 
me; but the efirontery of vulgar pride had not 
been acquired, and the alternate suflhisions left 
a ruddier glow upon my cheek and neck than 
Waynard considered becoming for the part 1 
had to perform, and in consequence came hap¬ 
pily to my relief. The gala dresses astonished 
me. I war appointed to .head a train of girls 
strewing roses before the footsteps of the bride; 
to enhance the effect, a rich gauze veil encom¬ 
passed my person. The clock struck nine. Oh 
that summer morning, how heavenly it was. 
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‘‘ The children, with their flower baskets, 
were arranged on either side the steps of the 
great entrance; the pathway to the carriage 
was lined with peasantry, they having in- 
treated their beloved young lady to walk thus 
far, and give them the opportunity to cheer 
lier in their own fashion, and many indeed 
were the demonstrations of joy and fervent 
gratitude. 

“ The mother of the bride beckoned me to 
her, bidding me walk before her graceful 
daughter. The slight form of Miss G. then 
appeared, leaning on her proud father’s arm. 
I preceded them, with a beating heart, strew¬ 
ing rose leaves in their way, while shouts and 
blessings made music as they walked along. 
My veil shrouded the new won bride as she 
entered the carriage., 

“ It drove away, others followed, and then 
our light and happy steps bounded over the 
green sward to join the breakfast preparations. 
Whispers there were that day that I was a 
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forward wencli, and no good would come of it. 
Evening came, when, tired and exhausted, I 
begged Mrs. Waynard to leave early, or send 
me home by any cart going our way. ‘ Dear 
me !* she exclaimed, ‘ why, we are hardly be¬ 
gun the fun. No, I can^t go home just yet; 
but if you are so tired, and you do look pale 
to be sure, Til put you in a snug corner 
enough, where no dew can reach, and if you 
like you may sledp there till I am ready.’ We 
sauntered through the long paths until any 
farther progress was impeded by a small wicket 
gate. ‘Can you climb?’ said Waynard, ad¬ 
dressing me; ‘it seems the gate is locked, but 
you’ll be all the safer for it; and, though we 
have come a roundabout way, you are close to 
the kitchen windows, you see. 

“ ‘ Go to the right,’ said Waynard, ‘ and you 
will find a comfortable summer house, where 
many a squire has had a night’s rest before 
you.’ 

“ ‘ Thank you,’ said I, having discovered 
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the retreat, scantily, yet, I thought at that 
time, handsomely furnished; a red damask 
couch, curtains of the same colour, a small 
round table, and four cliairs, book-shelf, and 
writing-table, completed the list of articles 
contained in that fatal resting-place. 

“ I was soon asleep. An indefinite know¬ 
ledge of a person being near me interrupted 
my repose; and can human thought conceivi? 
rny unutterable constcrnatioif, when I waked, 
to find the large and penetrating eyes again 
fixed on me. 

“ ‘ She fears me still,* whispered my unknown 
companion; ‘ I must begone.* 

I am afraid I have made some mistake, 
sir,* I replied. 

“ ‘ No, no! you are indeed welcome to share 
this room. But are you going?* asked the 
gentleman, observing my intention to depart. 

■ ‘ Pray, lie down again,* said he, opposing the 
movement; will hide should anyone ap¬ 
proach.* The full assurance of wrong im- 



THE CHRONICLES OF A LIFE* 145 

pressed me; yet I could not make the effort to 
rise again. I knew my tacit acquiescence 
would bo misappreciated; yet how oppose him 
more? I strove to leave the sofa. SSir, I 
would rather go home/ I said. 

“‘Home, dear? asked the same appealing 
tones. ^ Well, let me take you home.* 

“ ‘ Oh no, sir, I must wait for Mrs. Waynard; 
it is too great a distance to walk.* 

“ ‘ No, child, of course you cannot walk—I 
will drive you.* ‘ Tell Mrs. Waynard I am 
going, tlien,* said I, willing to escape on any 
terms, having not the slightest idea of accept¬ 
ing the stranger’s proposal. ‘ I would not think 
of taking you from her charge,* observed ho, 
‘ without obtaining her consent to the transfer.* 
‘‘ In an instant he was gone. I felt iip- 
mensely relieved, and, catching up my shawl, 
rushed to the door—it was locked; to the win¬ 
dows—they were barred outside; in despair, I 
stood still pushing at the shutter, when my 
acquaintance suddenly re-appeared. I was faint 

VOL. II. H 
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with dread, and other fierce emotions new and 
unaccountable. The gentleman brought wine 
with him; after much solicitation I took a 
draught, assured by him that it would give 

’ s 

me strength for my journey, for I was then a 
delicate slight girl. I told you my lord that. 
Of that wine I drank—a fall, a struggle, was 
all I remembered. 

“ Can you listen to me still, dear sir—the 
horrors of my tale have yet to come?’^ asked 
the dying woman. 

“ I can listen, but fear it exhausts you too 
much. Had you not better reveal these secrets 
to some kind pastor, who will lead you to per¬ 
ceive the wonderful mercy still in store for 
your distressed mind? Do, I beseech you,” 
continued he, “ let me send for some one?” 

Lord Dentnoris,” replied Nellie, “ I have that 
to say.which concerns you; but to understand 
the character of a man once your friend-” 

« My friend-!” 

Interrupt me no more,” said the woman, 
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sternly. “ Bring wine, O’Brien, It is necessary 
I should weary your patience thus. For a dying 
creature’s sake hear me, I implore you; think you 
I can sec my Judge face to face, with all these 
burdens on my soul? Oh, let me tell them!” 

“ Speak on, I beg you, but calm yourself,” 
said Harold. 

“Day broke; I looked upon it. I had 
wakened from a busy dream of gay illumined 
halls, glad voices, and one tight caress. Was 
it my father who thus pressed me to his 
bosom? No. Then who could it have been? 

4 

The stranger ? Yes! My face and foreliead 
crimsoned with shame; but repinings all were 
useless — I found myself in a comfortable 
chiltcau—an actress for ray governess. I wept 
continually for my father. I had as well been 
dumb—^nonc commiserated me. The stranger 
came not; years passed by. At last I was 
considered sufficiently accomplished to be set 
more at liberty. What kept my soul on earth 
Heaven only knows, for then deep grief 

h2 
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seemed consuming me. Had sorrow killed iny 

father ?—the thought haunted me night cand 

day. Had Waynard purposely betrayed me ? 

Alas! I could have no question answered, no 

* 

harrowing thought replied to. 

‘‘ It was brilliant summer again, my lord, 
when I saw the inmates of our cottage dressed 
and going forth, as if to some grand gala.— 
They were gone. Another moment 1 'was 

wandering from room to room_A portrait 

lay on the table; it was too true a likeness to 
mistake it—^it was the portrait of your beau- 

4i 

tiful aunt, Lord Dentnoris 

Harold started—a presentiment that Brook 
Emmersly was the hero of the woman’s tale 
struck forcibly upon his mind, but as imme¬ 
diately dispelled,, as too unjust, too suspicious. 

‘‘ My eyes then rested on a miniature case,” 
continued the wretched speaker; “curiosity 
induced me to open it.—The grey eyes were 
there! I dropped the case and shivered the 
gloss into atoms. To repair the mischief w(is 
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impossible—I closed tlic iminjured casket, and 
stole on tip-toc to my rooms again, taking 
with me the fragments, and after depositing 
tliem, renewed my survey. A portfolio was 
my next attraction.—A masterly sketch of 
tl^^immer house scene was presented to me, 
mm ^beneath it, written in his own liand— 
dare I tell you, my lord 

“Yes, speak; I am too anxious to ascertain 
the name,” said Harold, 

“ ‘ Sir Brook and Lady Emniersly Well 
you may shrink in horror at my talc—few 
kndw the extent of his wickedness, Lord 
Dentnoris. We met, and were married the 
next morning ! For several months wc lived 
ill uninterrupted harmony; still the grief for 
my father burnt within me. I had not seen 
Sir Brook for months. At the period of our 
marriage his father lived—the title beneath 
the picture was placed there in anticipation of 
his parent’s death,” 

Harold shuddered. 
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“ Curiosity again impelled me, and one 
morning I determined to ascertain whether or 
not my husband had taken with him some few 
things I knew he valued—he had, and I felt 
desolate. My child was born, and then I 
determined to seek my father’s home once more. 
The villagers repulsed me! Young faces 
laughed within my old home. I asked for the 
old man’s grave—they pointed to the spot, and 
mercifully stayed their curses, fo^ his unfor¬ 
gotten sake. My weary soul turned from the 
hallowed neighbourhood! to silence and to 
Heaven I left the grave—^longing to be its 
tenant also.” 

Sobs interrupted the narrative. Harold 
gazed on the mute features before him, fearing 
that the soul had taken flight, but the lifted 
lash soon relieved this apprehension, and he 
bent his head, at the sufferer’s ’sign, to catch 
l^e sounds of the failing voice. 

‘‘ I then sought Lady Wilyerton,” continued 
the woman, never dreaming that toy betrayer 
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was her young favourite, of whom I heard no 
one speak highly. The ‘Lady’ God had removed 
from me. I wandered to Italy, in the service 
of one at whose house Mr. Emmersly dined. 
I had previously taught my hoy to say ‘ Father.’ 
It was a holy sound to me. My then mistress 
was fond of the child, and took him with her 
own children more frequently than not, in the 
carriage. It happened that on one of these 
expeditions^ the children were chattering to 
Sir Brook, when his own accents seemed 
echoed from an infantile voice. lie was 
attracted, smiled at our offspring, who, glad 
to he recognised kindly, looked into Emmersly’s 
face, lisping ‘ Father.’ ” 

“ The parent started. My mistress in¬ 
voluntarily drew hack; an inquiry was made— 
disclosures took place. The lady supported 
my right, requesting me to show her a certifi¬ 
cate of marriage. Alas! I had it not. Whirled 
as I was through an iniquitous scheme to the 
altar, little my guileless heart conceived of 
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harm, or necessity for precaution. My Iiiisbaiid 
was appealed to; mark the result— that night 
my baby and myself fled from our kind pro¬ 
tectress. Wily ^ as ever, Emmersly gained 
admittance to my chamber—his arguments 
overcame me, and with his assistance, and the 
connivance of the porter, we were beguiled to 
a distant home. Aye, despite his former 
cruelty, I helped to cheer his assumed despon¬ 
dent contrition. 

“ Emmersly was subject to fits of madness, 
and at times would terrify me exceedingly— 
he refused also to give me the certificate. * 1 
will take you to England, if you please, but 
not declare our union—Brook Emmersly^s 
union with a hedger’s daughter!’ he ejaculated 
sarcastically. 

The mild clear moon beamed over us, as 
we sat on the deck of the vessel, beaidng us, I 
believed, to a happier country — England. 
Emmersly rose to walk; I followed him, and 
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dared once again to renew the subject of our 
marriage. Angry words ensued—‘ Well, if 
you will not ix».veal it, 1 will,’said I, impetu¬ 
ously ; ‘ and to your beautiful Lady AVilverton 
the first explanation shall be given.’ The 
insane gaze he turned upon me, the quivering 
of his pale passion-revealing lip, haunt me to 
this dreary time. Yet I must be calm; I have 
still harrowing records to recite: ‘ And the 
chilcUs legitimacy ?’ said he. ‘ What have I to 
say, Einmersly, except that he is your son? 
And I think his father should gladly covet the 
title.’ ‘ Oh,’ replied he again with the same 
biting scorn. The next moment he caressed 
our boy. 

“ Bring me wine, O’Brien,” shrieked the 
miserable mother; “ wine, for the love o£ mercy, 
or his infamy will perish in this trembling 
frame. I am better now. Make haste to hear 
me. Nay, no sign to temporize my grief. 
Have I not gnawed niy tongue, and gnashed 

H 3 
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my teeth with anguish; have I not done all 
but hang my husband? I could not do that— 
he was the father of my child !'* 

Here the speaker ceased—hot wasting tears 
coursed her withered cheek, and calmed the 
turbulence of her despair. 

“ I sat listlessly gazing on the sparkling 
waters, when a faint scream, a splash, struck 
an icy truth deep into my soul. My boy had 
perished!” screamed the dying mother, and 
with a wailing moan sank back upon her pillow. 

“ Come again,” intreated poor Nellie. 
“ Come close to my side again, Lord Dent- 
noris—I have little more to say.” 

“ Yet why not spend your precious moments 
fieacefully ?” said the alarmed and horrified 
Dentnoris. 

' “ Ah! no peace for me until my history be 
completed. When I recovered from my couch 
of sickness, I found myself in India; tj;ie burn¬ 
ing sun of noonday blazed through the Vene¬ 
tians of my bungalow; a native lay on a rug 
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near the door—the scene alarmed me. Some 
time elapsed before the Hindoo, in broken Eng¬ 
lish, made me comprehend my situation, and 
the circumstances attending my illness. * You 
master com two tree months; me live wid you, 
me pay for you, and do ebeleting for ma’am,’ 
was the sum of his discourse. I asked for Mr. 
Eramcrsly. ‘He find me where ship anchor; 
ma’am not got sense, so master say; no use 
me com, he stay; so master send Munoo to tak 
care ma’am, he com Indy by bye—send ma’am 
first to wait.’ 

“ Day after day, month after month passed; 
Brook Emmersly came not. He had never 
allowed me to adopt his name, since our second 
re-union—even ray child—Oh!” groaned the 
woman—“ even he was called Ryder—I meant 
it should be hfs Christian name. Again I in¬ 
quired irom my Hindoo attendant, ‘ When will 

my husband come?* the man smiled most pro- 

* 

vokingly. ‘ No, ma’am, me understand—gen¬ 
tleman com to him’s ma’am soon.’ My health 



15G GOALS AND GUEEDONS; OB, 

at length became perfectly re-established; I 
sent a note to the chaplain of the little church 
I had wished to attend; but the pertinacity of 
the old Hindoo opposed my repeated attempt 
to leave the precincts of our dwelling; it hap¬ 
pened, however, that by a chance, and the in¬ 
dulgence of mutual curiosity, I saw the crea¬ 
toress wife 5 hag as she was, I enlisted her good 
services by petty bribes, and secretly des¬ 
patched my note to the Rev. 1\ H.; he recom¬ 
mended my accepting the charge of two children 
to England, whose father had just committed 
suicide.’* 

Harold gasped—“False, false,” he exclaimed, 

“Oh, wait,” entreated Nellie; “ 1 wished 
to make you feel ‘ the horrible imputation;' 
believe it not, Lord Dentnoris: your father 
died by God’s own will; youf^brother told 
me, sweet boy, that papa had been pray¬ 
ing all night and all day, and in the act of 
rising from prayer had knocked the table where 
the pistols lay—the pistols ie was about to 
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present to the captain of the vessel in which 
the children sailed. 1 have them, the box, and 
the note,, overlooked by my wicked husband, 
who wished, by every possible means, either to 
criminate the memory of your father, or leave 
it in doubtful mystery, equally as painful to the 
Survivors. I have, moreover, the conclusion 
of the paper, signed by General K., who is 
since dead; that sent home by Sir Brook was 
a half sheet, begun and quitted for its incom¬ 
prehensibility ; the real will was entrusted to 
my care by Lord Dentnoris’s own man. But 
how could I discover the wickedness of my hus¬ 
band? I have your father^s diai’y, my lord. 
To my care the man committed money, 
jewels, and the dead lady’s wardrobe; the dia¬ 
monds were to be my most especial care; they 
all are safe—thanks to that man,” said she, 
pointing to the wretch before alluded io> 
“Lorn!” screamed Nellie; the man turned a 
vacant stare towards her, and dropped his un¬ 
intelligent eyes to the floor again. 
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If you are able to continue, I shall feel 
most grateful to hear where my treasures are 
deposited?” 

“ I am able, but unwilling to make the pain¬ 
ful, the humiliating confession labouring within 
my breast; it must be told. More wine, O^Brien? 
Shall I, thus guilty, thus abject, look for peace? 
However, to my story,” said she, in a louder 
tone. “ I assumed the name of Villiers, and 
brought the children to England; ask them 
how I tended them; never from a soul would I 
permit them to hear aught to pollute their 
purity—they, oh! yes, they loved Villiers. 
Once I spoke in the presence of my husband; I 
saw his grey eye dilate with astonishment at 
the memory of the sound; my tanned com¬ 
plexion and hollow cheek, the spectacles I wore, 
and the loss of my once beautiful teeth—the 
^ greyness of my hair—deceived him. He looked 
satisfied, and his wife passed on.” 

The tone of the reciter grew harsher, as she 
proceeded, as if so much misery had unstrung it. 
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“ Immediately after yielding the orphans to 
your uncle, I^astened to Mr. Arthur’s, hoping, 
from his intimacy with Brook Emmersly, to 
discover some clue to my marriage certificate. 
My beauty attracted the admiration of the 
‘ Humpback,’ and I remained with him—^for¬ 
getting that in Lorn’s charge was so much of 
real value—I had no need of money. Lorn has. 
proved himself too good a ^Christian to have 
tlnis been intrusted with dishonestly acquired 
treasures; he refused to quit the trust, and, 
though years have gone by, he still watches 
them by night and day; the occupation ruined 
him, ho wasted ; by accident—one of those 
providential occurrences which puzzle sinful 
wretches—I discovered Lorn O’Brien’s family; 
they directed me how to find himself, and on 
the return of the vessel, the other day. Lorn 
O’Brien came on shore, rejected by the captain 
as an insane person, hoarding imaginary trea- 

I 

sures; there he sits—look upon him, Lord 
Dentnoris, and drag him from his dreadful 
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insensibility; he sits upon the trunk contain¬ 
ing your property. While I remained the pani- 
pered slave of Mr. Arthur, he made me his 
confidante, and though you will hardly credit 
my assertion, it was Emmersly instigated him 
to establish claims on the heirship—supposing 
no papers existed. Willing to frustrate my 
husband’s schemes, I longed to discover the 
whereabouts of my trusty Loim; of course 1 
was unsuccessful, till accident, or rather Pro¬ 
vidence, assisted me. I came too late; you 
had already been reinstated; illness detained 
me two years after Lorn’s return. I see 
it now — Providence—the Almighty, chose 
not that such an agent should forward the 
work of justice. 

“ One day I found in Mr. Arthur’s escritoire 
a few torn fragments, bearing, I fancied, a re¬ 
semblance to the marriage certificate my kind 
mistress, of whom I spoke previously, had 
shown me, in order that I might at any time 
be able to distinguish my own, should chance 
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afford me the opportunity of looking through 

0 

Enimersly’s papers. I pasted jjacli piece on 
white paper, and after considerable patience 
discovered the duplicate of your own parents’ 
marriage proof—this I have also.” 

“ God be praised,” ejaculated her thankful 
listener. 

“ The first night we came to Landsworth, I 
met Sir Brook—a shriek betrayed me; 6ut Lorn 
was nigh—honest Lorn—and I quailed no 
more to meet my husband’s glancing eye. lie 
spoke to me, even kindly. I drew back, my 
soul revolted, my energies became invigorated 
in proportion to my disgust; a sudden impulse 
forced this attenuated arm to strike him; he 
looked but once—remounted his horse, and has, 
I trust, for ever left my sight. Now, good 
night!” said the half-dead woman—“ these 
people tell me Brook is mad.”' 

The sunken lids fell over eyes more glazed 
and dull than even death could make them. 

“ Think now of rest, I beseech you,” said 
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Harold, “ and of those treasures which lie in 
Heaven for yoja.” 

The suffering woman raised her thin hand, 
indicating her desire to be alone; and Harold 
Dentnoris again trod over the threshold of the 
comfortless habitation. 

A few days, and the little barn was tenant¬ 
less. Nellie Ryder lay at peace beneath her 
humble grave mound; Lorn O^Brien and his 
family were comfortably provided for; the 
hidden mysteries of Lord Dentnoris^s life dis¬ 
closed, and Harold’s title perfected. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 


80 fatlioiiilesi 3 , so full of gloom, 

No eye could pierce tlie void between ; 

It seemed a place where gholcs might come 
With their foul banquets from the tomb, 

And in itB caverns feed unseen. 

Lalla Rookh. 


Do as the Heavens have done; forget your evil; 
With them—forgive yourself. 

Pavlina, 

True, too true, my lord. 

If, one by one, you wedded all the world, 

Or, from the all that are, took something good, 

To make a perfect woman ; she yon killed 
Would bo unparallel’d. 

Winter’s Tale, 

The evening was oppressive, and the gorgeous 
sun boastingly seemed to defy all nature, by 
declining more slowly than usual behind the 
forest of A-At length he was obscured. 
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indignant clouds dashed forth their rival light, 
tluiiider Loomed around; a sudden stroke of 
the electric fluid startled the horses, and, ere 
thought would come, Miss Claixdowe was pre¬ 
cipitated, through the door of the carriage, 
which ijprung open, into the abyss beneath— 
then one dash, one desperate struggle, and the 
machine fell back upon the cliff’s steep side. 

Not even a whispered moan could be heard 
amid the strife of elements, to direct their 
search. The chasm banks were overgrown 
with brier and brashwood, while here and there 
a sharp projecting ridge held a huge fir, or root 
of the graceful linden tree. In the horrible 
blackness nothing was disceimible, and every 

idea of whore the lovely girl lay in the stag- 

• •/ 

nant pool below was denied them. Clouds 
thickened over the frowning vault, and the 
dark vapoury mist swept up in^ still grandeur 
from the grave of their beloved companion. 

Every’limb seemed paralysed with, intense 
horror. Sir William quickly recovered himself, 
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gazed an instant into the sable hollow, then, 
hastily bidding his mother be comforted, de¬ 
scended the palpable declivity. ‘‘ Miss Clair- 
lowc’^ a thousand times reverberated through 
the steamy shades; no voice returned his call, 
save the fiend-like tone of the cavern’s dull 
echo! With maddening vehemence he hallooed 
more loudly, “ Mary, Mary No reply. The 
deadness of once creative nature alone answered 
him. 

The increasing noxiousness of the exhala¬ 
tions, as the murky depth fell into heavier 
shadow before him, almost exhausted hope. 
Myriads of insects danced, and stung the dis¬ 
turber of their abodes; reptiles trailed their 
slimy pathways before his horrified perception. 
Again he madly vociferated, “Mary! oh, Mary! 
Great God! stir but one human sound to an¬ 
swer me, in this murky tomb, I beseech you P* 
said Sir William, swinging to and fro, unable 
to lodge his weary feet. 

“ Am I to die in a fruitless pursuit, or wilt 
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thou, 0 Father of Heaven, hear my prayer, 
and to my heart deliver her in safety?” Sir 
William^s hand relaxed its hold—^he fell, vainly 
attempting to secure a stronger branch. An 
old trunk now renewed his courage; he sprang 
to it, and on its branch discovered what he 
supposed must be Miss Clairlowe’s shawl^—the 
darkness and his own anxiety preventing the 
possibility of inspecting it a second time. 

She must have fallen pa^t this spot.” Oh 
agony! and once again the ancient root gave 
way—over and over he rolled, the old tree pre¬ 
ceded him, and its dash into the misty deep 
was all his whirling senses could distinguisli. 
Again and again Sir William clutched the frail 
weeds—all in vain; deeper he slipped into the 
phantom waste, then down to the abyss, whence 
none but God could rescue him. 

The ravine widened towards its gleaming 
depth, and his only chance of safety appeared 
in the immediate re-ascent. ‘‘Yet no! Out on 
the devil who could teach me such a means of 



THE CHRONICLES Of A LIFE. 


167 


safety, assured as I am that Miss Clairlowe 
rests in this black gloom. No! for Marianne^s 
sake I will restore her favourite, or die,” 
thought Sir William. The momentary pause 
invigorated him, and away, once more, he 
went over the repulsive pool; a new difficulty 
presented itself on reaching an overhanging 
projection. 

The moon's blessed light began to shine 

upon his dark haunts, when, on the ground 

perpendicularly below, the silvery beams 

glanced merrily upon a bracelet. Away he 

sprung in frantic gladness^—the thick sod 

■ 

splashed under his tread, when, looking 
round, he saw green snakes at play—one 
larger than the rest evidently sought greater 
sport, as he alternately raised his head, then 
darted onwards, manifesting haste and fear in 
reaching the opposite comer. A vivid glance 
sufficed to exhibit its object. 

Strange energy overtakes us when despair 
impels, and thence Sir William Belton borrowed 
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his wonderful presence of mind in that engross¬ 
ing moment. The body of Mary Clairlowe 
lay on the spot whence the reptile’s attraction 
proceeded. The twisting monster recoiled a 
second, raised its long body in the noxious air 
—erect it poised in green glistening lustre, 
then swept its bright length over the slimy 
soil, upturned once n^re, and, hissing loudly, 
darted to the form of the inanimate girl. A 
scarcely perceptible rising in the sullen water 
diverted the creature from its intention. Sir 

j 

William, on the first Impulse, had rushed on¬ 
ward to guard the intended victim, but, as. he 
approached, an indescribable instinct dictated 
a safer course, and, by alarming the timid 

•b 

reptile, successfully drove him from his prey. 

When Mary ^Clairlowe opened her eyes, re¬ 
called to animation by her kind rescuer, a 
moment of rending intelligence succeeded. 

She had ceased to look upon, the horrors 
surrounding her, more in dread than actual 
inanimation. They who have experienced 
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such a feeling alone can appreciate her unut¬ 
terable joy on meeting the friendly orbs of 
her travelling companion, or conceive her sen¬ 
sations, when, after the conflict between alarm 
.and prayer, her ears greeted the sounds of 
human kindliness—with the memory of a 
home and its enjoyments rushijig through the 
channel that one instant preceding had been 
o’erburthened with its vast despair;—not even 
they who have experienced it can describe the 
exquisite brimful gladness of the soul at such 
a moment. 

An sAnous trial yet awaited Sir William 
—Mary was near him, but not in safety. 

“ Use your eyes, if possible, dear Miss Clair- 
lowe, and these creatures will fly from their 
gentle beams, while my strength shall bear you 
up these rugged steeps/* said her deliverer. 

Continued movements had roused the un¬ 
counted tenants of that drear conflne, and the 
terrible host glided in wild disorder around 
them. 


VOL. II, 


1 
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“ This cannot last,” said Sir William: and, 

B 

quickly hastening with his burthen through 
the mist, commenced the frightful ascent. 
A few yards above them their grateful eyes 
beheld several figures—stray passers, and his 
own men, who had followed him more cau¬ 
tiously than his tremendous anxiety coul^ 
allow. 

One more hour, and Miss Clairlowe heard 

4 

the voice of Lady Belton thanking and blessing 
the name of the Most fligh. 

Our party were returning from their visit 
to the unfortunate Madame EstalleiP^hen at 
the little village of L—, a letter from the 
widowed Count intreated them to rest at 
his friend Madame Cuvier’s, and be the gene¬ 
rous means of saving her daughter from an 
alliance as dangerous as profane. They were 
within a short distance of her dwelling at the 
period of the dangerous catastrophe just re¬ 
lated, and accordingly resolved to hasten there 
without loss of time, 
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The magnificent domain of Madame CuYi<Jr 
afforded a happy asylum to the weary travel¬ 
lers; its mistress, a pretty Frenchwoman, was 
a distant relative of Estalles. 

I must really apologize for this intrusion,” 
said Lady Belton; but your relation lent a 
deaf ear to my scruples, and insisted , on our 
hazarding a welcome from entire strangers.” 

“ The Count was right,” returned Madame 
Cuvier; “ and as soon as tlie sleepy eyelids of 
my domestics will it so, you shall be made at 
ease and Comfortable, 1 trust. In the meantime, 
ladies, nest you here* Midnight slumbers 
have long since passed—I fear my retainers 
are more dull than ordinary on this festal 
morning.” Saying this, the happy looking 
Frenchwoman bustled away, leaving our weary 
travellers in the half-light of early dawn. 

‘‘ We cannot start till ten o^clock,” ex¬ 
claimed Sir William, returning from a survey 
of the broken wheel; mechanic has been 

I 2 
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sent for, and the fracture will occupy some 
time in repairing/^ 

‘‘ Indeed; then, I suppose, we must submit 
to be present at this premature wedding, of 
which the poor Count entertains such fear,” 
replied Mary. 

“ llis own marriage has prejudiced him,” 
rejoined Lady Belton; “ Madame Cuvier un¬ 
derstands her daughter’s clioice better than 
we possibly can.” 

How thankful 1 am to you, Sir William,” 
at last said Miss Clairlowe; “ from what 
perils you rescued me—how very grateful I 
am,” said the beautiful girl, taking the re¬ 
luctant hand of her preserver, “ to God and to 
you, for all you endured for my poor sake!” 

“ Name it not. Miss Clairlowe—^my joy has 
equalled yours; my anguish being perhaps as 
great, I look forward to a kindlier look from 
one, and beaming smiles from Colonel and Mrs. 
Clairlowe oh our rejoining them,” Sir William 
alluded to Harold Dentnoris; for some cause 
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he avoided the mention of his old companion's 
name. Mary blushed, and as. her sou still 
held the tiny hand m. his, Lady Belton ima¬ 
gined her emotion arose from the captivity of 
those dvo small fingers. 

‘‘ Well, let us rejoice, my dears; I am quite 
sure that little hand must be tired of your 
caresses, William.'^ The truthful observation 
startled Sir William, who, for the beloved of 

TIarold, could not bear the thought that even 

¥ 

his mother should imagine any action of his 
attributable to gallantry, more than in bro¬ 
therly affection. 

Mary continued silent —she appreciated 
both parent and son. The hriisquene of the 
former frequently perplexed her; while the 
genuine candour, the- principles, and high- 
mindedness of tHe latter, awakened no fear 
of his kind guardianship. 

Our trio were musing in complacent quiet, 
when the busy Madame re-entered, to beg 
they would take possession of two small dor* 
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mitories. Mary had already slept on the 
couch at Lady Belton’s side. 

Telling the truth,” added the sharp voice 
of their ’gay hostess, ‘‘ my Toinette will be a 
bride to-day—and guests fill up my more spa¬ 
cious rooms—I am a widow! Toinette is my 
only child. You have not seen her—she is a 
charming girl. You will witness the nuptials; 
I read in your countenance a negative—yet 
will I not despair.” 

“ I fear we cannot enjoy the pleasure,” ob¬ 
served Lady Belton; “ it was but yesterday 
left the dead Countess of your friend.” 

Ah I” interrupted Madame Cuvier, is 
she really dead-—absolutely intended?” 

Too truly!” answered the guest. 

‘‘ Say not ‘ too truly,’ lady; better for her¬ 
self, better for her husband, for us, for all, 
that her spirit is at rest/ She has made a 
heretic of the unfortunate Count. Ah! is 
she dead—absolutely gone? Estalles may re¬ 
turn to his forsaken creed, perhaps. * Elegant 
Estalles!” 
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** Thus, you see, we oanuot be present at 
your gaieties,** added Lady Belton* 

“ Not so, lady—not so 1—^indeed I will not 
hear the ugly No!” 

The confusion and bustle attending a i%tc 
of one hundred and fifty people, comprising 
every dialect within the boundaries of France 
and Italy, entirely prevei\ted the remotest idea 
of repose, and kept our travellers unwilling 
listeners to the singing, talking, and tumul- 
fjiuous gloc of the servitors. 

^ The ladies therefore rose from their beds, 

I 4 

and in self-defence attempted to mingle in 
the din. 

They had scarcely arrived at this wise con¬ 
clusion, when a knock at the door, answered 
by “ Come in!” introduced a welcome but 
early vicitor. Sir WUliam’s coimtenance be¬ 
trayed strong emotion; he however suppressed 
it, and kindly inquired of the sleepy girl, if she 
had found it possible to repeat her nap? 

“ 1 fear not,” continued he; this pale face 
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looks sadly weary still,” and a^ain the little 
hand was locked in both his own. 

« Well, well!” said the old lady, “ 1 think, 
William, that the hand you admire so exces¬ 
sively, may as well be drawn within your 
arm; or is the secret your face portended 
too important for my little girFs consider¬ 
ation?” 

“ 1 knew my surprise would manifest it- 

/ 

self before I could liave time to explain its 
source,” remarked her son. “ 1 want you to 
see the bridegroom.” 

lie is not Harold Dentnoris—is he?” was 
the malapropos inquiry of Lady Belton. 

** Decidedly not.” 

Then we cannot care much about it. 
But,” exclaimed Lady Belton, “ who do I 
see!—surely that wretch is not to be Toinette's 
husband?” 

‘‘ Too ccrtaiply. Do you perceive his badge? 
—the custom of this village obliges him to wear 
it.” 
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‘‘ I will prevent tlie marriage/* said the 
kind old lady. 

“ How can you, dear mother f What au¬ 
thority have you?’* asked Sir William. 

“ Sweet victim! Poor Estalles !** sighed 
Mary Clairlowc. “ Alas, can we not try to 
save her! Madame Cuvier told me, her 
charming daughter’s betrothed was wealtliy, 
good, and noble. How pretty—how childlike 
she is! Oh, try to save her 1” 

It was finally determined that a letter 
should explain to Madame Cuvier the rea¬ 
sons for their precipitate retreat. “ If anything 
can save the sweet child, surely this warning 
shall,” added Lady Belton, closing the billet. 
Yet was there no need for such unliappy tid* 

• ings to the disconsolate widow—Sir Brook 
and his bride were both sought amid the 
laughing crowd, long and unsuccessfully. 


IS 
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CHAPTER IX. 


That evening, trusting that his soul 
Might he from haunting love rcleab’d, 

By mirth, by music, and the howl, 

Th’ imperial ^lim held a feast 
In his magnificent Shalimar; 

In whose saloons, when the first star 
Of evening o*er the waters trembled, 

The valley's loveliest all assembled.” 

Moobe. 

The balls of Loder Castle bad seldom been 
more brightly illuminated than on the occasion 
of Mr- Loder^s triumphant election for the 
County of Xhe idea of adopt¬ 

ing the tendered intreaty to stand against 
several competitors, emanated from his mo¬ 
ther's anxiety to divert his thoughts as much 
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as possible from the remembrance of a disap¬ 
pointment, sad os it was unanticipated—the 
decided rejection of his suit by Miss Clairlowe, 
^The old lady prided herself not a little, as 
she witnessed the successive, though reckless 
gallantries of her usually taciturn son. 

“ Happy to see you—chappy to sec you I— 
hope the loss of that fine animal has not hurt 

your race-plans much, L- 5 an extraor- 

ydinary thing that 1 Quite right to question it 
Keply! No scrutiny will ever unravel the 
mischief, though!—bad system of betting, 
that! Ascot is not what it was! Some 
say improved!—true!—^yet, no, no—don^t 
think it ! I wonder who will turn out 
dear! Something about the age of the horse 
’twas, 1 fancy. Sad mess — bad job!” and 
without waiting a reply, the goodnatured, 
loquacious Lord of Castle Loder wandered on, 
through mazy circles of the great and gay, 
giving kind words to some, and smiles of warm 
welcome to the rest. 
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“ Harold Dentnoris! by all that charms 
us!” exclaimed Lady Delvor. “ Why, my 
dearest lord, where have you hidden yourself 
this long and weary while?” 

“ In your memory, I hope, Lady Delvor!” 
replied the gentleman addressed. 

“ Yes, that of course; but the matter of 
fact, ‘ where’ the actual terrestriality of your 
abode, is what I now inquire for. My heart, 
the whole world knows,. is so filled up with 
will-o’-wisps, it seldom condescends to ask for 
mortal destinations, save when I have an end 
to gain, or wish to benefit by the information. 
1 am a whirlpool in affairs of taste; and should 
you have been i*oaming where you ought not 
to have been, I will curl away like vapour, 
and avoid ye. Apropos of vapours—allow me 
to^introduce Mr. Ichell.” 

« 

Lady Delvor was almost instantly led to 
the waltz, when the younger gentleman, deter¬ 
mined to maintain the position of acquaint¬ 
ance with a man so immensely popular, An 
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which his splendidfriend had i>laced him, 
broke the silence by endeavouring to recal the 
exact period and place where he had enjoyed 
the pleasure of a prior introduction to the then 
Mr. Dentnoris. 

“ In Italy, somewhere, surely it was!”* 

A slight movement of surprise followed the 
observation, as the young lord listened to an 
'^idea that re-awakened a thousand clear reoieni- 
])rances. 

“ Indeed!” he answered; “ then you most 
probably are ac<:j[uaintcd with my friends 
there?” 

“ Yes,” added Ichell; “ I knew a few of those 
you appeared to count among that number— 
Ida Estalles and Colonel Clairlowe’s family— 
I should like to discover the Countess’ retreat: 
Sir lirook Emmersly- told me she had become 
Lady Abbess at Ursula, but it was wholly a 
false report.” 

‘^She is in a far happier resting place I” 
said Harold. 
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Say where?” ejaculated the boy-lover. 

Whore I Have you not heard of her 
death?” 

‘‘ Death! and Ida! No I I had not, in¬ 
deed, heard the fatal intelligence—^poor Ida— 
she is at rest now! What made them both 
wretched? She so beautiful and high-minded, 
Estalles such a perfectly good-hearted fellow, 
and exquisitely gentlemanlike. Ah, well! 
My regiment and Gairlowe’s have been so 
constantly stationed together,' that we are 
sworn companions—I heard from him yes¬ 
terday.” 

A 

“ They are all well, I trust?” asked Lord 
Dentnoris. 

** Well! quite well, with one exception; 
his sister, it appears, is suffering from debi¬ 
lity, caused by over exertion; he did not say 
much about any one else, and domestic eco¬ 
nomy has no charm for me.” 

“ Stay i” said a gentleman near, iatatra{>t- 
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iug the conversation. For pity’s sake tell 
me who that profile appertaincth to— 

* O’er-picturmg that VenuB, where wc sec, 

The fancy out-work nature.”* 

“ Tour question I positively cannot an¬ 
swer,” observed Mr, Ichell. 

“ It belongs to a Miss Ashmore,” replied 

I 

' Dentnoris, “ who will thank you for the com¬ 
pliment with a voice 

* Like the faint exquisite music of a dream 

“ By the stars of heaven I must be intro¬ 
duced !” rejoined the flippant old beau. 

“And I will with pleasure undertake the 
task of making you acquainted with each 
other,*' said Harold, smiling at the gentleman's 
admiration of a woman towards whom he him¬ 
self felt an involuntary contempt, 

“ And then, her voice !** exclaimed the 
“ you say it is beautiful, my lord?** 

Harold answered,— 
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.... “ ’Tis inorfi than human! 

Never, till now, had it been given 
To lips of any mortal woman 
To utter notes so fresh from licaven, 

Sweet as the breath of angel bighs, 

‘When angel siglis are most divine.” 

‘‘ Ah!—ah! And what may be her Chris¬ 
tian name 

“ Lucy! But what is in a name!” sighed 
the romancer. 

“ And now,” thought Harold, resuming his 
fidgetty march, “ I have helped one of your 
guests, perhaps two, to an evening’s entertain¬ 
ment, Lady Loder; and established a golden 
opinion in that worn out breast of yours, old 
sir, by my felicitous quotations.” 

Harold Denthoris often flew away on the 
most decided of imagination's discursive wings 
—-for imagination has many a pair on which 
the proud, the good, the weak, and wicked, 
occasionally take flight—those our hero em¬ 
ployed deposited him on the couch whereon 
Mr. Ichelji had just Seated himself; t&e sudden 
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flinging of his elegant person into the neigli- 
bouring half of the sofa, startled his young 
acquaintance, who immediately rose. 

“ A thousand pardons, Lord Dentnoris.” 

A thousand requests that you will grant 
them to me with all expedition, ray dear sir; 
^feu t I thought I saw you dancing!” 

Me! Ob, no! The fates forbid it! Lady 
Delvor is forgetful to-night, and I am fool 
enough to be offended! Aye, more—to feel 
resentment! Til shoot that man for his im¬ 
pertinence 1” 

“ What man? How is this?’^ said Dent- 
noris, endeavouring to suppress a smile; “I 
fear the ladies have yet to teach you despair, 
young sir/* • 

“ Not so, my lord,** returned Ichcfl, indig¬ 
nantly. I am young, but I have learned 
despair !** 

He was moving away, when Harold rose, 
and putting his arm within his companion's, 
led him a^ain to the ball-room. “ A singular 
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confidence seems to constrain me as I thus 
take the liberty of joining you, and I trust 
you will pardon the unconquerable impulse.” 

“ Oh, yerily, I am much obliged to ‘ your 
singularity’ for chasing the ‘blue devils,’” said 
the young man. 

Lady Loder joined them; “ I must have 

• -t 

five words with you to-night, truant, ’ she 
observed, speaking laughingly to Harold. 

“ I will do myself the honour of calling to¬ 
morrow on you, my lord,” remarked the 
youth, with a friendly bow to Dentnoris, and 
a hearty ‘ shake hands’ with the lady; and, 
as was afterwards discovered, the offended 
lieutenant quitted the gay scene, and his fas¬ 
cinating spell* to indulge wilder revelries in a 
lonely home. The meny old dame had been 
for some mom^ts engaged in conversation 
with a circle of “ wall flowers,” though still 
leaning on Harold’s arm, while his own mind 
returned to Its one vision. 

“ I wish I conld hear something more ex- 
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.plicit about her. It seems to me that had 
Mary ever loved me, truly, she might have 
formed some reason for returning to our once 
dear England. I fancy it is as they say—that 
good humoured chaperon of hers has besought 
her affection for Lady Wilvcrton^s rejected 
^^admirer. Well, if her humility qualify the 
^ompliment, she is perfectly at liberty to 
choose for herself. Women are as changeful 
at heart as in their head gear. Yet, Mary, 
you were so gently joyous—so dififerent to the 
swarm of giddy butterflies surrounding one 
continually—^your quiescent manner may be 
understood wrongly. Eeign on in this bosom, 
lovely one; we certainly seemed to make the 
world to each other at one past happier time. 
Perhaps I am vain. Yet, no; Have I been 
exacting? Have I left‘the declaration of my 
love to be revealed by her? Surely not. Her 
woman^s heart would shrink from offering 
apy sign of love unsought. Ah, no!—I re¬ 
member — Harold the Illegitimate was not 
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beloved—^yct wealth, rank, splendour, could 
not win her; the Duke of St, was re¬ 

jected!—Percy Loder refi^d! Mary, if you 
are not won by William Belton, the trial shall 
be made. Cast me off—despise me, if you 
will —the winning the blessed guerdon would 

be heaven—^its loss-” 

“ When will your ruminations cease, Dent- 
noris? I have been longing for your attention. 
Come, child, come!” said Lady Loder, “ I 
have news for you; but first I congratulate 
you on having banished the wicked little 
deity from your counsels, even as Percy has 
done; and now for my news. The lovely girl 
has accepted Sir William.” 

‘‘ What lovely girl, dear lady ?” 

Mary Clairlowe. Lady Belton says that 
she has no farther doubt on the subject. 

Mary had a narrow escape from a serious acoi- 

0 

dent, which she will moire fulij expkin another 
time—^bnt the episode, it appears, has served 
to confirm the hope she entertnined-^-and 
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really it is time Miss'Clairlowe married, she 
was twenty last week.” 

Did any of my readers fver experience the 
emotion caused w such a piece of news— 
given while their own heart-beat was sacred 
to the absent; they alone can imagine the 
meniory of it—they can tell how drear and 
enfpty the mind feels—how lone and desolate 
seems the brilliant present—how dim and st‘at- 
teicd the senses of hearing, seeing, or under¬ 
standing; how one stands, from the whole 
universe apart, miserable and forlorn. Yet 
the o’erteeming sentence has been borne; some 
have concealed their Stupor and their grief— 
some forgotten! others heard the sad decree, 
and died! 

Ills silence was unnoticed by Lady Loder. 

“ Charlotte ean tell you more, my dear!” said 
she; but the panic-struck Harold shuddered at 
the mere suggestion; he dreaded to encounter 
Lady Delvor’s thrilling laugh; and only bidding 
his inconsiderate, well-intentioned friend ex¬ 
cuse him, and make illness the plea, should any 
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one inquire for so unentertaining a personage, 
carried off his crushed hopes to dwell on 
them alone. 

Sincerely the old lady jfieved for having 
made the communication; but nothing could 
account for Lord Dentnoris’ unnecessary dis¬ 
tress, as she thought it. 

The newspapers gave a flourishing account 
of the magnificent assembly at Loder Castle; 
they made no mention of the half-broken hearts 
it caused, nor the pantomime gaiety of calcu¬ 
lating mammas ; none reported tliat Lucy 
Ashmore had gained a husband by Harold’s 
quotations, or consented to wear the coronet 
of a profligate old debauchee; they recorded 
not that the daughter of the proud Herbertons 
would torture the young soldier’s unfixed prin¬ 
ciples into yice; or that th^ handsome Dent- 
noris was unhappy; more ^than all, that tke 
hero of the scene supported a counterfeit 
mirth. No! the board was gay, and they who 
gave it grateful to the guests who met to ce¬ 
lebrate a son’s preferment. 
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CHAPTER X, 


all iliat chilling mystery of mien, 

"f' » » • * • 

He had (if ’twere not nature’s boon) an art, 

' Of fixing memory on another’s heart. 

It wTis not love, i^crchancc, nor hate—nor aught 
Tlmt words can image to express the thought; 

But they who saw him did not see in vain. 

And, once beheld, would ask of him again. 

Laua. 

‘‘ I WISH George would return to us, instead of 
waiting for you in Italy, Harold,” was Sarah 
Dentnoris’ daily theme. “ I really cannot bo 
patient any longer; eighteen months he has 
been absent. When are we going abroad, 
Aunt Marianne?” 

When will you go?” said Lady Wilverton; 
suppose we accompany Harold?” 
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“ Beautiful! delicious! Oh yes f that, after 
all, is the wisest of wise propositions,” replied 
the delighted girl. “ But I fear you have for¬ 
gotten, dear aunt, your promise to be in Eng¬ 
land for Miss Glairlowe^s ‘ presentation.’ ” 

Alas, poor Dentnoris! he remembered the 
engagement, and ascribed Mrs. Clairlowe’s de¬ 
termination to abide by it to the news Lady 
Loder had given liim. It was only probable 
the Colonel wished to hurry her introduction 
to royalty, previous to her casting aside liis 
name for ever! 

^ “ What will Mary’s colours be? I hope blue 
and white,” added Sarah. I thought my sa¬ 
gacious brother would, as usual, know all about 
it, and, like the youth by the margin of 
Zurich’s fair waters, soon find tongue to 
speak.” 

“ Fie, little quiz,” murmured Lady Wilver- ^ 
ton, not willing to prohibit, yet anxious to 
avoid, the subject. “ Surely I heard the noise 
of wheels in our neighbourhood ?” 
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Harold heeded not the remark; he had re* 
vived every thought to mar his hearths rest; 
and sunk into a reverie concerning tlie next 
drawing-room. 

Whg^ would introduce her? Of course her 
own mother; and Sir William would occupy 
her attention. His fancy conjured up ten 
thousand ills. 

The impression Miss Clairlowe would un- 
cpiestionably make; the consequent introduc¬ 
tions, AlmacFs, morning concerts, and the like 
matin scenes, where her freshness must at¬ 
tract every eye; the opera! there he painted 
his idol decked in the blazing diamonds— 
heir-looms—for which her mother had been 
celebrated. 

It wanted only six weeks of the appointed 
time. “Heigho!” sighed the lover; “impe¬ 
tuosity, they tell me, hath proved the bane of 
my ancestors; at all events they find its anti-* 
dote in me—I shall not incur the wild denun¬ 
ciation.” 

VOL. II. K 
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These were his musings, when a loud laugh 
surprised the little party, and George ap¬ 
peared. 

Just in time, Mr. Clarke. What amusing 
companions you must be. Sarah, you are 
grown quite a woman. And, Aunt Marianne, 
by this, and this,” said the happy boy, kissing 
her most fervently, “I return to love you 
twenty thousand times more than ever! The 
death of Mr. Clarke’s rich uncle changed our 
plans altogether,” continued George; “ and in 
lieu of posting off to Spain, we embarked im¬ 
mediately from L-a, and, by a steamer, 

arrived at Southampton yesterday.” 

Have you not seen your TTncle Beverley?” 
inquired Lady Wilverton. 

Oh, yes; but when I found your presence 
wanting, I remained scarcely a moment. And, 
Sarah, I pray you pardon me, I waited not to 
^ee even Charles. My uncle laughed at me; 
however, that could not deter the haste I was 
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in to see you; he only turned away, saying, 
‘ there goes a Dentnoris/ ” 

* Harold looked at his young brother, amazed 
at the strange communion of thought between 
them., 

“ Where did you leave the Clairlowes?” in¬ 
quired the aunt. 

‘‘ They were scattered in every direction— 
the Colonel at Naples, IVjp®. Clairlowe and Lod- 
wick at Clarens, Lady Belton and Sir William 
at Florence, and—and, let me see—oh, Miss 
Belton at Constantinople. ‘ Gone to join the 
happy pair,* as the papers say. How rejoiced 
I was when Mary Clairlowe refused tliat horrid 
spoon.” 

“ George, what are you saying?** exclaimed 
his sister, 

Dentnoris looked anxious; he pined to learn 
some tidings of the last-mentioned lady; and 
his provoking brother had divined the thonghts 
hurriedk passing through his mind; yet for 
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some reason the intelligence was still with* 
held. 

“ Is that all you have to communicate re¬ 
garding your old favourite, George?” asked 
Lady Wilverton. 

“ No; but I cannot utter all my information 
a la thunderbolt.” 

“ This is too absurd,” again murmured Ha¬ 
rold, impatiently. 

f 

“ No, not in the least. I have very little 
to say, and I wish to make that little last. 
There, Harold, look at that,” said George, offer¬ 
ing a letter to his brother, “ People — by 
people I mean Lady Belton—declare that ‘ her 
son hath won the distinguished Mary’s heart.’ ” 

“ What does Colonel Clairlowe say ?” 

.V “Nothing; he only laughs, shakes his head, 
and gives that odd sigh no one yet ever under¬ 
stood,” replied' the toy. 

“ And IMrs. Clairlowe — 

“ Looks grave, and hopes not!” said George* 

In the meantime Harold Dentnorfl^perused 
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the contents of Miss Oiairlowe’s last epistle. 
It ran thus:— 

“ Our heavy task is done. We saw her laid 
in the quiet tomb—poor Ida! And now for an 
answer to your question; (by the way, 1 think 
I must send a few restrictions connected with 
your interrogating poor me on any subject you 
please, since you have so soon begun to deal in 
absurdities,) I am as much disengaged at this 
moment as when you were near me; nor can I 
imagine who could have told you anything 
concerning my scci’ets. Quite enough about 
myself, dear Georgy. I most probably shall 
die 

* Au old maiden of sixty-tlircc/ ^ 

though without the wish or power to warn 
othSr ladies from my example.*' 

We will^ read no further—quite contented 
with the ingenuous explanati^i of the writer. 
Our hero, liowever, was far from satisfied, and 
returned the billet, with an’ aching heart. Of 
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course,” he argued, “she could not make George 
her confidant. It is but an evasion.” 

Lady Wilverton and her niece quickly left 
the dining-room—^the former to muse over the 
recollection of the many unavailing hours she 
had devoted to the fickle Countess, whose death 
Miss Clairlowe’s letter described, and Sarah to 
receive the gifts contained in George^s port¬ 
manteau. 

In the favourite bay-window (where, many 
years ago. Lady Wilverton first wept the 
disappointment occasioned by the change in 
Brook Eramersly) she stood again. 

Betrospects filled her mind—some glad, but 
many sad thoughts flitted over her iraagina- 
tion, and the prodigal of her first tender care 
was once more remembered. Ida Estalles ]^ad 
been bis second; since then a third victim had, 
within her own knowledge, swelled the list of 
his crimes, and^were now registered against 
him' in Heaven. “ Three victims !” repeated 
Marianne Wilverton aloud. 
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“ Aye, three victims uttered a low melan¬ 
choly voice from without. 

“ Brook Emmersly!” exclaimed the lady. 

‘‘ Lady Wilverton,” was the calm reply, as, 
with a graceful bow, the figure retreated. 

The moon’s light rendered the form too 
clearly discernible for mistake, and thick shrubs 
hid the departing visitant ere Lady Wilveiiion 

t ted the idea.' 

rah had just re-entered the room, laugh¬ 
ing joyously at George’s having become a per¬ 
fect virtuoso by his travels. The attitude of 
her aunt instantly dissipated her hilarity; 
standing with one hand still holding back tlie 
muslin drapery of the window, (the shutters 
of which, on moonlight nights, were always left 
unclosed), with a gaze riveted on the lawn. 
The subdued shriek, as Sarah suddenly ap¬ 
proached, alarmed the merry girl, who vainly 
spoke without receiving even an answering 
look. 

The two brothers folibwed her light step 
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into the room, and, equally astonished, ad¬ 
vanced towards Lady Wilverton. 

“ Was it really Brook Etamersly I saw?' at 
length she asked* 

Who, my dear aunt?' said Harold. 

“ Brook Emmersly.” 

‘‘ I am here," muttered a hollow voice. 

“ Bid him depart, I implore you,” exclaimed 
Lady Wilverton. Not now! I could not bear 
his presence now—I am faint.” 

Three victims, and no other!” again re¬ 
peated the incognito. 

“ By Heaven, this shall not be borne. See, 
she faints. Oh, something more than trifling 
has overcome Aunt Marianne," observed her 
nephew, angrily. 

Ay, take care of ller^ she hath conquered 
iT/(?/'' uttered the voice iu a collected tone. 

Let me relinquish tins dear hand to you, 
George; chafe it still. Waynard, tend her well." 

“Farewell, Marianne!” once more echoed 
the voice from withoutj “farewell!” 
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By my life, I will teach that tyrant a les¬ 
son. I recognise the sounds; they proceed 
from the greatest villain on earth. I will hunt 
him till he dies!” exclaimed Dentnoris, with 
passionate vehemence. 

George and Sarah both remembered Mr. 
Emmersly with a sort of indefinite uncertainty; 
yej^espite of aU, his kindness to themselves 
clijypg tenaciously to their young minds, and 
they were surprised to think his simple pre¬ 
sence should thus startle their good Aunt Ma¬ 
rianne. 

The medical man at length arrived. Lady 
Wilverton had sufiered a relapse, and broken 
a blood-vessel; he, therefore, kindly intimated 
the necessity for a physician’s advice. 

Terrible suspense ensued; both brothers 
were absent,\nd poor Sarah had, alone, except 
for the- agitated Waynard’s love, to hear the 
fatal truth—“ Fear the worst.” 

Morning came. Sir A—^— C-stole 

into the chamber; he was a personal friend of 

k3 
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Lady Wilverton, and felt every interest in her 
suffering. After listening to the particulars, 
he took the cold stiff fingers in his hand# 

. “There is life,whispered he; “there is 
still warmth and life, although the feeble pulse 
indicates excessive exhaustion. Pen and pa¬ 
per, if you please; or will you send express 
for your usual attendant? he ought to have 
met me here.” 

n 

“ It is half-an-hour before the time he said 
you would probably arrive, sir,” said Waynard, 
willing to excuse the universal favourite, Mr. 
W- 

Towards evening Lady Wilverton evinced 
less death-like stillness; her colour was ob¬ 
served to change. Sarah watched untiringly; 
and while Waynard and the nurse dosed, she 
still gazed on, watching for the slightest sign 
to manifest life within the white, mationless 
form. She felt at length, ^mid the drowsy 
circle, too sensibly alone with the pale clay, 
and, overpowered by dread, the timid girl 
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liid her face in the pillow near her darling 
aunt. 

‘‘ Some one surely breathes,” thought Sarah, 
raising her eyes. It was Sir Brook. Tranquil 
and undismayed, he waved his hand in token 
of silence, touched the icy brow of the sufferer, 
gazed into Miss Dentnoris’ mute face, turned 
once again to the insensate Lady Wilverton, 
knelt for a brief space at her feet, breathed 
“ Marianne I” and departed—with the noiseless 
heavy tread of dark despair- 

Brook Emmersly thought it was indeed the 

corpse of his reverenced monitress that lay so 

lifeless and so pale before him. The idea be* 

wildered him; and, while Harold pursued his 

empty carriage, Brook Emmersly bribed the 

nurse to admit him to the chamber, whence he 

passed, by an opposite door, as the doctor ap- 

proach«tt the trembling Sarah, within whose 

breast contending arguments came and went 

# 

in rapid succession. She dared not betray the 
intruder, yet how maintain the secret* 
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“ She slumbers,” observed the professional 
man. “ Sir A-C-remains here to¬ 

night, I consequently stay also; take advan¬ 
tage of our watchfulness over Lady Wilverton 
to obtain rest yourself, dear young lady. See, 
she slumbers.” 

“ Slumbers, dear sir! do you call this inani¬ 
tion slumber?” 

The faintness has passed off, and a gentle 
slumber of delirium has succeeded,” said the 
doctor. ** You must keep her very still; she 
may yet wholly recover.” 

“ Stony technicalist,” thought Miss Dent- 
noris, to argue on such a subject coolly thus.'’ 

Night returned; Sarah sought one moment’s 
rest on a sofa in the library; she could not 
sleep, anxiety kepi her wakeful; and once 
more the figure of Sir Brook presented itself. 

** Sarah Bentnoris, your murdered 'Jfethei*’s 
ghost still haunts a heart long since yielded to 
the Evil One. Gertrude Grey is with me 
here 1” said he, striking his breast; “ Nellie, 



TUC CHBONIGLES OE A LIFE. 205 


the pure good Nellie, niy pride destroyed; 
Ida Estalles, too, I vanquished; hut the bright 
spirit in your care I worship still. Speak to 
me! say she is not dead! If dead, this spot 
shall be my last breathing place on this most 
abject earth! 

Speak, I say, or —. No! I will not 
madden quite. Miss Dentnoris, I feel my senses 
gradually withering before you. Tell me, is 
she dead? is Marianne Wilverton no longer 
on this earth? hath her soul, her blessed soul 
departed ? Your silence, like a thousand trum¬ 
pets, proclaims her death!” 

‘‘No!” whispei’ed the affrighted girl, “she 
is not dead.” 

“ Powers of light and life! angels of Hea¬ 
ven guard thee! you have saved my soul! 
Away with me! Bless you, Miss Dentnoris 
—bless you all. Farewell! Tell Marianne 
I am at ‘ Bridgewater Hall.' 

* Oh, Marianne! where art thou 1 

Thou canst not hear my bitter pleading} 
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Ah ! coulddt fJioUi thou wouldst pardon now, 
Though Heaven were to ray prayer unheeding. 
Oil, Marianne ! now for thee— 

The heart for which thou bled st is bleeding-** 
BcYCugc is lost in agony, 

And wild remorse to rage succeeding.’ 

Remember these words of Byron's, Miss Dent- 
noris—they have tranquillized my burning 
brain. Pray her to pardon me. Farewell I" 

He was gone. The successful gallant, the 
treacherous companion, was defeated! What 
were his conquests now? At this period of 
our history remorse had begun its work; but 
we must not anticipate. 

The recovery of Lady Wilverton filled many 
a sinking heart with unspeakable joy; but 
Harold and George yet wandered on, chasing 
the I’eckless spoiler. No one could render any 
clue to his whereabouts; his own domestics at 
Bridgewater had learnt no tidings of their mad 
master for months^ they said, in answer to Ha¬ 
rold's inquiry. 

“ Not really mad, your master cannot be." 
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Lor, niy lord,” said the groom, “ please 
your lordship, he have left us all at home, and 
is gone gallavanting about, with hired post¬ 
boys, and carriage too, let alone the lacquey 
he got from your place, my lord^—a man who 
knows the turning and comers of every house, 
lane, and character in the neighbourhood.” 

Lord Dentnoris relinquished the vain pur¬ 
suit, and learned, on his return to Lands- 
worth, the sad account of his aunt^s illness. 
The name became once more a prohibited 
sound, and all seemed quiet harmony with the 
ruffled spirits of the family circle; yet nightly 
was one pillow bedewed with tears for the trai¬ 
tor—one pure heart pleaded for him to God’s 
throne, prayed for the Saviour’s mediation, to 
gain the pardon his oAvn soul had not courage 
to implore. Thus was Brook Emmersly’s pre¬ 
diction verified—none but that one heart re¬ 
membered him, except to revive his fascinating 
1)0068, or graceful carriage. No other voice be¬ 
sought eternal pardon for his follies and crimes* 
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CHAPTER XL 


There blend the tics that strengthen 
Our hearts in hours of grief— 

The silyer links that lengthen 
Jo/s visits when most brief. 

Beanabd Bahton. 

“ Good-MOBROW to you, Miss Dentnoris. How 
came you here so early? Lady Wilverton, too, 
looking, ds I trust she feels, perfectly restored 
to health.” - 

Such were Perj^ Loder^s hasty salutations 
to the two ladi^"" as he met them on his way 
from an early summer ride. And to what 
fortunate are your steps directed?” 
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“ To your own home, Mr. Loder,” replied 
Aunt Marianne. 

“ And,” said Sarah, “ when that btarc of 
amazement has vanished, 1 will tell you 
more.” 

“ Oh, tell me now, then,” observed the gen¬ 
tleman ; 1 am curious to hear. Gome, let me 

lead you to the breakfast-room. My mother 
?^not yet awake, I dare say, but the glad sur¬ 
prise will hasten her toilette duties not a 
little. 

“ Now, Miss Dentnoris, grant me the his¬ 
tory of your travels to be.” 

“ Upon this hint I speak,” said the lively 
girl; “ you must know we are on a pilgrimage 
to Wilverton Abbey, and in the evening hope 
to welcome the Clairlowes en route to March- 
mont, and, more, to insist on our promised 
week of their dear company.” 

Percy sighed—^the prospect of seeing Mary 
again darted like lightning through his frame, 
and suffused his cheek with blushes; then 
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came the remembrance of her' rejection, and 
the colour left his brow; he schooled his feel¬ 
ings into calmness, and continued—You 
breakfast here, of course ?” 

“ Even so, your honour,’* answered Sarah, 
who bad just heard him so addressed by the 
peasantry. 

‘‘ It is yet very early,” said Percy. 

‘‘ And,” replied the happy Sarah, ‘‘ if there 
be an obtrusive thought remaining, by which 
you would wish to deprecate our unseasonable 
appearance, I pray you speak your speeches at 
once, and not torture me—^at least, if Aunt 
Marianne should not core about it—any longer 
than you can possibly avoid.” 

‘‘ You quiz more than ever since your bro¬ 
ther’s return, Miss Sarah.” 

Miss Dentnoris, if you are determined to 
^ miss ’ me, Mr. Loder ; but I hate to be 
‘ missed ’ in every sense of the word, by Percy 
the magnificent, this compUm^tary morn¬ 
ing.” 
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‘‘ Well, shall I tell you why and wherefore 
I ‘ missed’ you?” asked Percy. 

‘‘ Yes, instantly do.” 

“ Because there was no one among our din¬ 
ner guests yesterday whose presence I would 
more have preferred to thine own, fair Sarah, 
nor one whoso absence could be more deplored.” 
Iley-day! what! already this morUing? 

^ 

bee what I have done—made you repeat your 
new glossary I I must hear something more, 
if any remain of the soft sentences.” 

Sarahi love, how you chatter,” observed 
Lady Wilverton, “ Indeed, Mr. Loder, she 
was very ridiculous, and would not leave her 
convalescent aunt.” 

So much for gratitude,” said the laughing 

girl- 

“ Where is Dentnoris?” 

‘‘ Asleep. We left him with closed eyes, 
instead of practising the sort of somnambulis¬ 
tic peregrinations he has of late ^ied—by way 
of chasing nightmares, I suppose; in truth, 
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my deaf brother is grpwn a little demented 
lately, and the sooner he exercises his perspi* 
cuity the better for his general deportment. 
Aiid now I have exchanged long words for 
your long speeches, Pei’cy Loder, what say 
you?*' 

“ You are become quite a philosopher, 
Sarah.*’ 

“Exactly! in proportion to my brother’s 
defalcation; but that is no compliment. 1 
really feel sure he is a little mystified about 
something or somebody. But here otmes Lady 
Loder, and my lord,** said Sarah. 

“ My sweet little Sally, whence did you 
spring?’* exclaimed Lord Loder. “ This is 
refreshing to* a man half<asleep« And why? 
God bless you, Lady Wilverton, the clouds 
have been prolific this morning. , .What, up 
already, Peregr!** i 

“ And prepared to revisit his dormitory^gi 
should returned Sarab> if one may 

judge by his dosed eyes.’*. 
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Where were his thoughts then roving? To 
an expected arrival—^the advent of a slight tall 
girl, not very tall, hut exquisitely formed, with 
bright abundant curls, and step of fairy light* 
jiess—the meek betrothed of William Belton. 
These thoughts closed his eyes—not pleasant 
sleep, but saddening memories. 

You were not playing nameless devoirs to 

i 

dinner-eaters and their daughters yesternight, 
and can therefore afford to laugh,retorted 
Mr. Loder. 

‘‘ Ah, by the calendar, I never saw you 
make love so lustily before; by Jove, thunder 
and lightning was nothing to be compared to 
it. Charlotte Delvor declared you had been 
taking a pennyworth of the whirligig, and in¬ 
tended following her precepts for the future,^* 
said the father. 

“Better Lady Delvor took a whirl backwards, 
and retumed from whence she started on her 
present frivolous pursuits, dear sir.^' 

“ Well, don’t look dismal, son of mine, but 
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give your arm to Sarah, an^ let us trip along 
to see the red passion-flower in bloom.’^ 

After proceeding a few yards with his joy¬ 
ous companion, Percy inquired how Mrs, Be¬ 
verley Dentnoris and Charles Bacon liked their 
new neighbourhood ? 

I believe both are equally enraptured with 
it,” replied Sarah. 

But they must miss their old friends?” 
Percy caught the radiant look of his young 
companion, and added,— 

You have not seen them lately. Does not 
Charles write his regrets to your brother?” 

“No, not often; and from all 1 know of 
him, of that which he cares most about he says 
the least he can.” 

“ You are very truthful, Sarah,” remarked 
her questioner 5 “will you answer mo one 
question, and think me not impertinent in 
making it ?” * 

“ I will answer you, if possible; but as to 
the impertinence of my confessor, 1 am pretty 
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considerably sure liis interrogatory will breathe 
of his peculiar failing.” 

Ah, I see my secret must be deferred till 
after breakfast. Here comes old John to sum¬ 
mon us.” 

When their son and his rosy partner took 
thefr seats at the breakfast table, the former 
laughed into a happy mood by the artless 
blandishments of his companion, our ancient 

" 'I'l 

host pondered over a few vague notions, which, 
spite of himself, reduced the old man’s hopes 
into a wish that Percy would wait a while, 
and woo little Sarah. 

His wife sat by, and, totally ignorant of her 
lord’s speculations, acquiesced in every senti¬ 
ment he was silently enjoying: Her love of 
setting things right, and proportioning a share 
of happiness to every individual round her, 
was an everlasting ambition with the mother. 

While the son, whose stake was thus coiisi- 
dered, smiled, outwardly amused, but inwardly 
true to the one dear memory, Sarah recalleS 
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the features of bis dream—^her light hair and 
richly blue eyes, drooping in beautiful confu¬ 
sion, yet still looking towards one, ere the 
shadowing lids concealed them quite, more re¬ 
sembled Mary^s than any other person's he had 
ever met; and, though totally unlike, the 
general tournure brought forcibly to his mind 
the outline of the girl he loved—the girl who 
doomed his life to celibacy* 

Breakfast passed, as most breakfasts do; 
and, after the departure of their welcome 
guests, the venerable couple returned to their 
newspapers, perfeefly contented that their 
heir would change his mind, and grieve no 
more for Mary Clairlowe. 
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CHAPTER XIL 


She watched, yet feared to meet his glance; 

And h& shunned hers; till when hy chance 
They met, the point of foeman’s lance 
Had given a milder pang ! 

Beneath the intolerable smart 
He writhed; then sternly manned his heart 
To play his hard but destined part. 

The Loud of tub Isles. 

In vain, with mingled hope and fear. 

She looks for him, wlmse voice so dear 
Had come like music to her ear— 

Strange mocking dream! again ’tis fled. 

Moobe. 

t 

Lord Dentnoris and his young brother were 
pacing the terrace of the Manor House, mo¬ 
mentarily expecting Lady Wilverton and her 
guests. 


VOL. n. 


L 
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The time arrived, the carriages were ac¬ 
tually at the door, the steps let down, and 
Maiy Clairlowe’s hand clasped in that of Ha¬ 
rold—it was there but for one instant, yet 
liad its touch awakened him to all earth’s 
glories—it had chased the abstraction of 
years, Und sealed the irrevocable faith within 
him. Yet, was she not another’s pledged 
bride? Yes! thought Harold; and the world 
grew dim again. 

“ Dentnoris,” said Sir William Belton, on 
the fourth morning of their visit, can you 
allow me ten minutes’ conversation, while the 
ladies are preparing for this survey of your 
splendid old church?” 

“ Twenty, Sir William, with the most per¬ 
fect pleasure,” replied our hero, attempting to 
assume a gaiety he felt not. 

f 1 

May our conversation take place in the 
balcony?” 
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“ With all my heart.” 

“ Your look belies your mirth, Dentuoris.” 

“ You are pleased to be severe, sir; or is it 
simple pleasantry?” 

Maybe I am earnest in my pleasantry, 
my lord; would that you were e^pially sincere 
with me. But, now, we have only ten mi¬ 
nutes, we must make good use of our time,” 
QLdded the baronet. 

*' ‘‘ Let me first inquire, are we friends, Dent- 
noris?” 

“ Sir William!” 

“ Are we friends, Harold?” 

“ Indeed, it would seem we were,” retorted 
Lord Dentnoris. 

“ Well, be it so. I will be more frank to¬ 
wards you, and at once reveal my cause of 
annoyance. You invariably leave Miss Clair- 
lowe to my charge, in a manner that not only 

l 2 
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affronts her, but deprives me of the only plea¬ 
sure to ivhich I have to look forward. Much as 
1 esteem Miss Clairlowe, it is not necessary for 
me to persecute her with the intrusive attentions 
to which you compel me, or for me to resign 
the chances of being able to form my own 
schemes occasionally. I cannot see you lead 
Lady Wilverton off so regularly, without in¬ 
quiring your motive. The brotherly attach¬ 
ment I have for Miss Clairlowe-” 

Brotherly!” said Dentnoris, impatiently; 
“ do not dupe me, Belton.” 

** Mine is unaffected worship, Dentnoris, for 

. . .— ; but here come the ladies. When we 

return we can renew the subject, if you please.” 

Oh yes, certainly; this interruption is ill 
timed; aud now I go to put the arrn^of Lady 
Wilverton within my own again.” 

“ HaroldlordI see we are not 
friends; yet heat me once—I wish to accom- 
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pany Lady Wilverton. Can you yiel^ your 
triumph for one hour?*' 

“ My triumph!” exclaimed Harold ; but 
only Mary heard the ejaculation—Sir William 
had vanished with the widow of Sir Taunton 
Wilverton. 

“ Miss Clairlowc,** said Harold, “I am glad 
to find our revelry last night has not impaired 
your bloom.” 

Tfierc was a hacknied coldness in the com¬ 
pliment that stniok poor Mary to the heart. 

“ He 4s not my Harold of former days, I 
fear,” thought she, and the look that sought 
his averted gaze was soon cast down in tears. 

When the two reached the door, they found 
that all but George had departed. Kindly he 
assisted her to moimt, and vainly essayed to 
cheer his depressed favourite; then galloped on. 

** You leave Landsworth to-morrow, I fear, 
Miss Clairlowc?” 
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I believe so,” replied Mary, coldly. 

A profound sigh startled his companion. 

“ Say how I have displeased you, Lord 
Dentnoris? I am not anxious to sustain the 
evident mistake.” 

Mary spoke more coldly even than at first; 
she trembled lest he might impute to boldness 
that which her honest nature constrained her 
to say. 

^ Mary, I implore you to forgive me. Miss 
Clairlowe, according to report, you are soon 
to change your father’s name for that of your 
Mend.” 

Lord Dentnoris, would you retain my 
friendship?” 

narold gazed on the face whence the ques- 
tion proceeded. 

You know too well, Miss Clairlowe, your 
esteem is life to me.” 

“ One is generally more tenacious of exist- 
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encc, Lord Dentnoris,” said Mary, almost iii- 
audibly, than you have made me acutely feel 
you were of my esteem—our esteem, I ought 
to say.” 

“ Do not say ‘ our,’ Miss Clairlowc. Hea¬ 
ven knows, I understand you.” 

Harold,” said George and Sarah in a 
breath, “ I have seen such lovely deer in Percy 

■V 

Park, oh much more beautiful than any other.” 
“Weill” 

“ Well!” said his sister, echoing his reply, 

“ is that all I am to receive for my informa¬ 
tion?” then, riding close by his side, whispered 
a few words, laughed, looked archly at the 
blushing Mary, and soon rejoined her party. 
George remained by the beautiful girl, fear¬ 
ing she had been offended by his brother’s 
silence. 

“ Miss Clairlowe, do not look so grave,at ^ 
length he murmured. 
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“ I shall not look gayer, if you address me 
so reverentially, George,” 

“ Well, Mary, my wife,” said the happy 
boy, returning to his privileged appellation, 
shall we pass on—see, this poor little peasant 
is waiting with the open gate?” 

Harold threw sixpence to the grateful child, 
and they passed into the churchyard. 

How sad are those feelings that bid us dread 
to cultivate the only love, the only attraction 
our hearts yearn to gratify. Dentnoris feared 
his changeless love might betray him to re¬ 
veal his passionate tenderness to the woman 
he supposed engaged to Sir William Belton. 

A 

Honour forbade it, and he shrank from the 
ordeal j his bright dream must pass away— 

♦» I? * 

the spirit'of, the di%aiy fio^ttire hovered over 

* ? ' 

him; and he stood far 00 the group 

within the church, tnu^ng sorrowfully. 

George led Miss Clftirlowe to the organ loft, 
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where the organist awaited them. Singing 
commenced. 

The sacred songs of the Messiah followed. 
The choristers consisted of Lady Wilverton, 
Sir William Belton, Sarah, and Chai-les Bacon. 
Colonel Clairlowe was spell-bound. “ Surely 
such strains proceeding from such hearts must 
find sure welcome in Heaven,” thought he. 
The music ceased. 


“ Now for the chorus! the chorus!” was re¬ 
echoed by each; and Sarah pleaded for Ha- 
rold^s rich mellow bass. 


“Dentnoris has said Mrs. Clair¬ 

lowe; ‘‘he looked as if he thought us hum¬ 
drum folks, upon whom it was not worth while 


to waste his time.” 


“ Something is the matter with that brother 
of mine,” observed Miss Dentnoris; “ and know 
the cause I will, or look as sulky as a cloudy 
night.” 

L 3 
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Away ran the sister. However, the concert 
had received a,check, and each one seemed 
willing to survey the monoinents instead of 
continuing it. 

Mary wandered alone to a retired spot near 

r 

the altar, and had placed one little foot on the 
step, when a boot in immediate approximation 
presented anything but a fair match. 

The property which had startled her be¬ 
longed to Lord Dentnoris; and, however far 
off and separated their paths might be here¬ 
after, each felt they bad stood there together. 

Mary, dear,” saidCdonel Clairlowe, draw¬ 
ing his daughter's arm affectionately through 
his own, *Hhis riding-dress fatigues you; 1 
never saw you look so thin'and Vhite. Come 
with m6^\my darling, and lie down a minute 
or two on this bench. There, see what a 
nurse 1 make,” observed the father, bringing 
cushions from the sent of a neighbouring pew. 
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Now, I suppose, 1 must finish my office by 
singing a lullaby." 

“ And no more riding for you to-day; you 
have not recovered sufficiently, my love, 
added her mother. 

« 

Mary was glad to avoid the chance of meet¬ 
ing Harold again. She hoped he loved her; 
yet, if so, why torment her thus unceasingly? 
‘‘ Oh,'' thought she, “ if he would but give me 
one word, like those of old—one look to trea^ 
sure with that moment of long ago. 1 think 
I could be happier. Heaven knows—^1 cannot 
tell—what, what can his sadness, his aversion 
mean ?” 

* The party regained the Manor House, and 
almost immediately Wilson was inquiring for 
his master. Dinner was announced without 
their host, and the evening had far ad-* 
vanced. 

' “ Where can Harold be?" asked Lady WiU 
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verton, in Vain; her anxiety increased as 
night approached. 

Many causes for his* absence were adduced 
in the minds of the guests; yet only one of the 
opinions expressed ^*an accident must have 
happened 5^’ and, malgri all their guesses, 
this last reason proved correct. He had been 
thrown from his hoi*se when galloping, and 
was now only waiting for a carriage to take 
him home. 

The little apothecary himself communicated 
the intelligence; and but few moments were 
lost ere the warm-hearted Colonel and George 
rolled away in a barouche to learn the nature 
of the unfortunate mischance. 

Good-morrow to you, Dentnoris, ” said 
Colonel Clairlcwe; am sorry to leave you 
such an invalid; but Lody would be horridly 
disappointed if we did not meet him according 
to our promise.” 
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“ The idle fellow has not been to any of the 
levees yet, but waits, he says, for Mary, who 
really is not half well enough for a London 
season; the racket and bother of it wont do 
her much good, Tm thinking. Well, good bye. 
We have had a happy week of it; and as soon 
as you are well enough, come up to town. The 

debates will be amusing enough if P-goes 

on in the same way as he did last week—it 
is the only thing worth going to London for. 
Good bye.^' 

A hearty grasp and kindly look passed be¬ 
tween them. On either side there were mis* 

givings; and the good old soldier lamented 
« 

bitterly the' consequences of his mistaken 
pride/ 

“Had I,” thought he, “but encouraged 
their love, who knows but they both might 
have been as happy as her mother and myseii 
by this time? Too speculative humanity!” 
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London waa crowded and gay; brilliant 
saloons spread their mazy snares before the 
lovely girl; glad hearts were many; and nought 
but the glory of delight, the flowers of happi- 
ne&, were around her. She was courted, ad¬ 
mired, beloved—the triumph of the ^‘most 
beautifur’ awarded to her, and splendid al¬ 
liances proposed. 

Percy Loder gazed abstractedly upon the 
star of his mute admiration. Meteor-lihe she 
swept through the giddy polka, then the grace¬ 
ful waltz, glided gently as a fairy queen in the 
calm quadrille; yet no other than Lodwick per¬ 
formed the envious task of encircling her waist: 

f ♦ 

she had old-fashioned notions in this respect. 

Lady Wilverton at length arrived, and 

M 

Mary^S heart removed the veil beneath which 
gaiety bad concealed itself—Hshe smiled, for 
he, the beloved of her young heart, would look 
with her on the scenes around. 



TOE CHBONICLES Ot A tlFE. 231 

> ’ 

‘‘And now,” said Aunt Marianne, “you 
must spend to-morrow with me; I have so 
much to say, so much to hear, that, indeed, I 
hope you have no cruel refusal to give me. 
Do not think we shall he too grave a party! 
Lady Belton, Mary Anne, and Sir William are 
to arrive by the latest train.” 

“ When shall I come?” asked Miss Clairlowe. 

“ At day-break — our day-break — eight 
o’clock,” replied Lady Wilverton. 

The promise given, Mary half-repented hav¬ 
ing made it. 

Lord Dentnoris ha^ evinced no Sign of love 
—his demeanojir to herself, cold as ever, had 
unbent more to the worldly crowd, and ren¬ 
dered him an immense attraction. And, though 
Mary’s eye looked bright, and her cheek roseate 
with the hue of apparent health, Harold Dent¬ 
noris feared the hidden canker beneath—he 
knew not how the heart pined for him! How 
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more than galling were the chains she wore— 
the jealousies, the heart-hurnings, the tearful 
night and cheerless morning, the sickening 
spirit and rebuked hope, the never-ceasing 
wish to see, to hear, the well-beloved voice, 
the sorrowing adieu! 

Harold saw,her as the promised wife of 
another; and, though day by day they met 
and, parted the secret was too'fatally concealed; 
Mary^s only joy consisting in being within 
hearing of a monosyllable from his lips. 

“ My dear,** said Mrs. ClairloTye to her hus¬ 
band, Mary is gone; I^have just sent her off 
with a kiss for you. You felt her touch you, 
didn*t you? She would not have you waked,** 
“ Is she gone already? yes, I suppose so— 
it is past eight. How was she looking ?** 
“Veryflushed—more so thaU usual,** replied 
the anxious mother. “ Do you know, Cla}r- 

lowe, I have resolved, if Dentnoris does not 

* 
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offer to our child, to ask him what he is about. 
I am certain good will proceed from my inter¬ 
ference.” 

“ Good never came of anything of the sort, 
my dear,” said the Colonel; wait, and all 
will go straight enough.” 

“ But Mary suffers too much, my dear; in¬ 
deed she does,” again continued the mother. 

“ Well, 'mayhap to-day will bring forth 
something. Wc dine there, don’t wc?” 

The breakfast bell sounded a second time— 
Dentnoris heeded it not, but lingered still over 
a glossy curl. Fruitlessly Wilson knocked at 
his door, with the information, “ Breakfast 
waiting, my lord.” 

“ How can I see them ?” he muttered; how 
can I meet her ? A look would reveal all I 
feel. I will hot do it; yet there is no escape. 
Out upon my selfishness I Nay, I am not en¬ 
tirely destitute of consideration for others.’' 
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“ Lady Wilrerton begs to ask if she may bo 
admitted, my lord said Wilson. 

“ By all means,” exclaimed Harold, retain¬ 
ing in his hand the beloved tress, and hastily 
approaching his aunt. 

Harold, why do you not join us ? you have 
been ready this half hour, Wilson tells me, and 
perfectly well. I am nearly or quite vexed 
with you. Come,” said the lady, “ I beseech 
you; do not sit here iu moodiness, apart from 
all who expect you.” 

“ I attend you, lady. When I can, I will 
explain the cause of the delinquency.” 

Why not on our way now? but whose curl 
is that hanging from your ruthless grasp, Ha¬ 
rold? Surely it is Mary Clairlowe’s—^no other 
hair was ever like hers.” 

“No!-—yes I—at least, frankly, I dare not 
say.” 

This to, me, Harold! this mystery about a 
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curl! You evidently had uo wish to conceal 
it^ or Aunt Marianne would not impertinently 
have inquired into your secret. Let us join 
our party. I am unamiahle, and intreat you 
to pardon the ill humour.” 

“ Dear lady, Lear me. It is not my secret. 
Acquit me of keeping undue silence on a sub- 

N 

ject too dear to my soul, and through the trials 
of which you have cheered and supported me. 
If the curl were mine, you should have heard 
my truthful confession.” 

Not yours, Harold?” 

“ Not mine, nor meant for my possession,” 

“Yet certainly it once was Mary Clair- 

lowe’s,” observed Lady Wilverton, thoughtfully. 

There was sorrow in her mind as she spoke; 

and the next moment brought her into the 

presence of those whose “ future ” seemed in- 
• % 

scrutably mysterious. 

That breakfast-room was in itself beautiAiI; 
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though the group scattered over it may have 

91 

enhanced its charms and pei^fected perfection. 

Soft lilac silk drooped over the windows on 
one side, while curtains of rich muslin floated 
on the other, with fringed drops of snowy 
whiteness ; clusters of lilac and laburnum 
blended together strewed the white grounded 
carpet. 

The walls had many recesses, ornamented 
with the choicest china and bits of vertu; 
while in the centre of each stood a vase of 
blooming perfumed exotics, Miss Clairlowe's 
favourite flowers. Mary loved flowers, and 
heath flowers more than all; they reminded 
her of hearts at ease—^liearts free from anxiety, 
unheeded by folly, dispossessed of ambitious 
hopes, Icnowing no chances of despair, and 
they must be sought, they who cared for 
must toil to win* 

• ^he quiet Mdrj^ Anne Belton sat on the 
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ottoman, asking no question ; Sir William, 
reading the paper, seemed tranquilly happy; 
Sarah already at the breakfast table, busy in 
destroying a rose; and Mary, half-hidden by 
the window-drapery, appeared to entertain 
some hope of teaching the caged birds to re¬ 
turn her sigh for sigh. Lord Dentnoris stood 
beside her; gladness for one instant lighted his 
beaming countenance, and Mary looked no 
more; she would not dissipate the fond illu¬ 
sion, and therefore marked not the hacknied 

* 

smile return as they assembled round the table. 

Miss Clairlowe spoke. “ Sir William, here 
is a paragraph that I hope will amuse you; 
and I beg you, if you will be good enough, to 
proclaim its admirable suggestion.” 

The request was unanimously seconded. 

Oh, no! mark my avocation,” said the 
blushing girl; and, gently withdrawing the 
paper from Lord Dentnoris, who had taken it 
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up, curious to seo the passage alluded to, she 
observed,— 

“Not now, my grave lord; remember I 
came from afar this morning, and was ready 
for breakfast, therefore deserve some reward 
for so unfrequent a coincident—all I ask is 
obedience,” said she, playfully lifting her eyes 
to his face. 

He looked on. her a cold, deep, longing gaze, 
and turned away. 

“ Well, Dentnoris,” said Sir William, as the 

* 

door closed upon the ladies’ exit, “ are you not 
still curious to know the subject of our laugh ?” 

“ I can only imagine it very interesting to 
you at least, Belton, since it suffused Miss 
Clairlowe’s face with such evident indications 
of pleasure.” 

“ Koad fof yourself, Dentnoris.” 

“ AmoUg the manifold changes of our heini- 
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sphere, there is one in contemplation, long 
anticipated, and we are glad to state, from the 
very best authority, about to be speedily con¬ 
summated. Sir William Belton will, during 

« 

the approaching autumn, lead to the hymeneal 
altar the lovely and accomplished daughter of 
Colonel Clairlowe, of Marchmont, Devonshire. 
The bride elect has, it is well known, refused 
many splendid offers.’’ 

Harold rose from his chair, intending to 
leave the room; his hand rested on the handle, 
he felt it stir, threw it suddenly open, and en¬ 
countered—Sarah. 

“ Harold! dear Harold! what is the matter ?” 
He stniggled from her affectionate hold. 

“ Lord Dentnoris, I have no right to betray 
the secrets of another; I can only say that 
Miss Clairlowe and I shall both laugh heartily , 
over the mistake, and with undisturbed friend- 

• if 
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liness, forget it, or remember it, os accident 
brings other nonsense to divert our memories.” 

“ What say you, Belton? my mind is filled 
ivith perplexities, strange and miserable; my 
bitterest enemy could scarce invent more suf- 
fering than I now endure; but she is yours 
“Mine, Dentnoris? No! her heart and 

soul are, though not free,- 

“ Whoseejaculated the lover, fiercely; 
“ and whence came this?” taking from his 
breast the morning treasure. 

“That! was it in an old envelope?” in¬ 
quired Sir William, calmly. 

“ It was.” 

“ Then, pray restore it; it is my mother’s 
property, although severed from Miss Clair- 
lowe’s beautiful head, on that night of adven¬ 
ture—the night we rested at Madame Cuvier’s. 

i 

I had no other thing to wrap it in, no other 
deposit but that recommended by^ my mother,^ 
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my waistcoat pocket, no other weapon to dis¬ 
sever it than my penknife. 

“ Mary was sleeping, and is to this hour 
ignorant of our theft. Lady B(dton would he 
sorry to lose it, notwithstanding my careless- 
ness. Ah! now I sec—I wore the identical 
travelling waistcoat last night. 

^ V * * 

a 'VYilson had allowed the lire in my dress¬ 
ing-room to go out; and, as it was too damp 
and cold to dress without one, ho introduced 
me to yours. The curl dropped, I suppose, 
from the pocket then.” 

Enough,*^ said Harold, with a Io^Jl of al¬ 
most tearful gratitude, extending his hand in 
fellowship. 

ic 

“ Well, gentlemen,” said Sarah, “ I saw yon 
had mysteries to unravel, consequently retired, 
but really I can wait no longer. Harold, your 
colour has returned again; I congratulate yon, 
for, indeed, just one minute ago, you were not 

VOL. It. 


K 
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looking alive. See how you have detained me. 
Mary is going to read ‘ The Prisoner of Chil- 
lon ’ to me on the Terrace, wliile I finish the 
last chair-arm for you, Harold.” 

Where is she, did you say, Sally?” 

‘‘Why, who invited you to meet us?” in¬ 
quired his sister, merrily. 

“ Where is Mary? I pray you tell me,” said 
Dentnoris. 

“ What a confusion of drollery! Mary, for¬ 
sooth, after all your dignity! I cannot permit 
such familiarity. Miss Glairlowc,” said the 
sweet girl, raising her little figure on tiptoe, 
and endeavouring to look grand, “is on the Ter¬ 
race, waiting for your interrogations to cease; 
but if yott really wish to find her, take this 
book, please—^tell her, tell‘Mary*—remem¬ 
ber, Harold, tell ‘ Mary,* I am afraid you have 
<liscarded all the dignity she disliked at once, 
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and fear she will not recognise you in your 
new character.” 

Harold Hentnoris had reached the Terrace 
(TC Sarah’s speech was Imlf completed. 

Miss Olairlowc was seated on a frh dieVy 
lier white sinall fingers clasped upon her knees; 
a slight and graceful bend averted her full 
face, tlic profile only remained visible to the 
agitated lover. JMary was meditating sadly. 
The last look of the man she prized was still 
present to lier mind, and the unpromising re¬ 
collection weighed down every other hope be¬ 
neath it. She tried to join in Sarah’s mirth; 
she essayed a jest herself—mournful retribu- 
tiun for her care. 

A sigh^—not the breath breathed heavily— 
but a happy, quick sigh, from a young full 
heart, aroused her; and ‘‘Lord Dentnoris!” was 
again uttered in the accent ol’ polite surprise. 

M 2 
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She felt sorry to be alone with him—sorry 

ft 

to be alone with her heart’s lord. Contradic¬ 
tion—Mary Clairlowc feared to betray the 
fondness yet sacred within the tabernacle of 
lier inmost thoughts* 

“ Lord Dentnoris!” said she, willing to break 
the painful silence. 

‘‘Mary!” answered her lover; “Mary! 1 
have been mistaken!” 

His arm was accepted, and the two walked 
nearer to the sheltering trees. 

“ Mary!” again whispered Harold, as though 
the sound of the dear name gave him fresh life 
to feel and prize liis happy fortune. 

The blue and grateful eyes met his—no word 
was spoken, no vow was told—their hearts and 
sotils commingled in that look—they breathed 
at last in blessed union. 

“ Mary!” but in a different tone, echoed 
through the walk. 
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“ Colonel and Mrs. Clairlowe arc here, and 
inquire for you, dear 

llarold^s bosom thrilled—his brother’s words 
were echoes of his own thoughts; silently he 
had said, a -thousand times in that brief while, 
“ Mary, my wife 

“ Sarah bade me fly to you and bring the 
tidings. I see now why she deputed me. You 
have been weeping, Mary.” 

I,” said the too happy girl; “ but you 
go. Lord Deiituoris ; I will follow soon.” 

The appellation chilled him for au instant; 
but he turned towards the speaker, and lelt 
reassured—remembered their position one hour 
since, and acknowledged the natural justness 
of her foi’mal address. 
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CHAPTEK XIII. 

Cheer thee ! thy Bbtcr’« heart and faith arc higli; 
Our path is one—^with thee I live and die! 

MUS. IlBMASiS. 

But thou, my briglit one ! thou shalt 
Where farewell soundt# arc o’er ; 

Thou, in the eyes tliou lov’st, shall sec 
No fear of parting more. 

Records of Woauvn, 

Alack, ’tis ho; why, he was mot even now, 

As mad as the vex’d sea, singing aloud. 

Leak, 

« Norton Valence. 

“ Bur Marianne, 

‘‘1 feel that I am dying; Beverley.will re- 

■y 

quire some person more than my poor Charles 
near him, when it pleaseth One above to call 



THE CUEONICLES OE A LITE. 


247 


niy spirit from this comfortable home. Can 
you be here without iuconvciiiencc by Wed¬ 
nesday? I shall scarcely last so long; yet my 
husband knows not the truth. He has been 


generous to me, Marianne. We have led a 
happy life together. His^ only love, his early 
lost Leila, and my heart’s treasure, to whom I 
now depart, have been our joyful themes—tlie 


glad bond of union between us; 
mylJlJl^, my Edward’s heir—a 


and I leave 
guardian in 


whose care he loves to be. Cherish him, dear 


Marianne; the orphan otherwise had been 


most desolate. 


God ever watch thee! 

“ Ada Dentnoris.” 


Over the foregoing letter Lady Wilverton 
sat weeping, when Harold, with a countenance 
of supreme happiness, begged admittance to 

her room. 
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** Weeping, dear aunt! Let me know I 
beseech you, the source of grief?’ 

You look happy,^tiarold; may I first learn 
the cause of your great gladness?’ replied tlie 
lady, mournfully, 

I am the most blessed of men!” 

“ Ah, I see, Mary has consented,” 

“ Not so; I merely fi;el assured she loves 
me, and have spoken to Colonel Clairluwe on 
the subject,” . 

Is it Harold Hentnoris who thus flatters 
himself?” 

“ Oh, lady, yes! and fly abashed from your 
presence,” he exclaimed, after uttering such 
a vain compliment to myself. Yet say wliy 
arc your eyes so tearful? Indeed, Aunt Ma¬ 
rianne, let me share your sorrow.” 

Harold turned away, saddened more at the 
delay the circumstance would occasion to bis 
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marriage, than regret for the near approach of 
death to the dying. 

Long and frequently he had marked the 
hectic hurning of the hollow cheek, and fever¬ 
ish excitement of his uncle’s wife, and knew it 
was best for her to die. Magnanimous in every 
position of life, the widow of Edward Bacon 
sunk beneath the effort to support a show of 
honest love for the happier Beverley Dentnoris. 


almost tranquilly convinced, before 


her second marriage, that gratitude to the 
friend and guardian of her darling boy was but 
the harbinger of affection; that duty Avoiild 
becomci a pleasant thing, if borne for Charles’ 
sake; love—a wife’s unswerving fidelity—must 
ensue* 

Alas 1 each pulse-throb was another’s. She 
bore the pain, and gaily smiled; yet pined in 
broken-heartednoss beneath the burthen of her 


3 
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task. Yes! every sigh was faithless to the 
living. She learned, too late, to feel the 
scourge of a I'emorse, pure as it was secret. 

On Wednesday night, Lady Wilverton and 
her nephew arrived at the Kectory. No sound 
greeted their approach—the spirit of the wife 
had passed from earth; the widower pointed 
to the s3ent clay; the orphan moaned. 

. They placed her tomh by Leila’s, in the old 
church at Landsworth, and Norton Hlencc 
was forsaken. 

The Rector once more tenanted the Manor 
House on the original terms, and his sister 
again became its beautiful hostess. Many 
winters had left few traces on her charmed, 
brow—the exquisite perfection of womanhood 
remained peculiarly her own ; veterans es¬ 
teemed, and younger men admired her. 

“ This is an alfronting production; yet, poor 
fellow, he is mad, evidentl^^ad, beyond reco- 
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very, said Lord Doutnoris, one morning, to 
his aunt. “ Ever since the visit of liis mother 
to Bridgewater, we have heard nothing of him; 
I speak of Emmersly.” 

“ A horrible idea this moment possesses me,^^ 
observed Lady Wilverton. “ It cannot be that 
he is the person alluded to in the ‘ Times' the 
other day. Mary said she heard the Colonel 
read it with a shuddering presentiment that 
such %, fate must eventually terminate Sir 
Brook’s career of wickedness. Yet, no I I 
tremble at the fear. Oh, Heaven! shield him 
from the dreadful judgment. It surely cannot 
be so.” 

“ This letter is dated from India, but bears 
the post-marks of Lambeth and our village,” 
replied Harold. “ I do not ask you to read it; 
it is too terrible. Yet, Aunt Marianne, you 
ever held powerful influence over him, and 
might do much to save a sinking man. It 
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is a dire office for you; but your soul can 
compass many an effort from >?hicU a weaker 
mind would diriiik.” 

“May I not sqe the letter?^ asked Lady 
Wilverton. 

“ It could answer no useful purpose/’ said 
Ilarpld; “that which is essential must be 
speedily attempted.” 

“ I ask no more; 1 will write to his mother 
and himself. If he be really mad, surely some 
lucid intervals may occur,” rejoined the gentle 
woman. 

Harold kissed the white brow, quitted the 
apartment, and? for the second time, perused 
the following communication:— 

“ To IUrolp, now Lord Dentnoris, 

“ My pen is filled with blackest irik; my 
heart, as dark, drags from its damp charnel- 
house the memory of past years. I lling them 
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back upon you—you .planted my path with 
thorns—you hung thereon the blight of a 
whole life—Dentnoris, 1 abhor you! The 
sound curdles my life's blood—with your de¬ 
grading name comes the demon of my shattered 

youth. I whisper Harold-, fiend avaunt 

—►Ida, Nellie, Gertnide, poor Toiiictte; yes, 
poor Toinette, she culled herself—poor Toi- 
iiette, how cold she was, and hungry. Out, 
vision! Now, I dance—sec how I^skip— 
there, ^tis gone; I summon it again. They 
tell me I am mad! Is Marianne dead? did I 
not see her cold and stiff! She is in that 
sea; I love to stand on the green sea's bank, 
and listen to its boisterous sounds; I strug¬ 
gle to out-sing its bursting, splashing song, 
and then they strike me, and I cry more 
fiercely. They bind me—Iia! ha! I break my 
chains. I kissed that sea last night; the child 
looked on ‘me—on me, its father. Will not tho 
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monsters thank Die—meet banquet for t]ie 
large-eyed fish—her child. I shrieked at her; 
where is she? Mad! yes, I know it. How 
white and waxen it looked in the moon^s light. 
Nol ’twas a demon's eye lighted all i' the 
world then. Tlie moon's light I—that was kept 
reserved, to watch pale Marianne’s corpse ! 
Marianne, you were mad to die! I would 
not have killed thee, save through Harold— 
fiend. iJih, no! 'twas Nellie’s child, mauled 
and torn and dragged apart, by the beautiful 
mad creatures in the deep sea. Harold, in 
the moaning of the winter blast! in voices 
from the covered graves, and dank dew from 
unburied dead, I hear my Marianne shriek, 
‘Bid him depart;’ I hear her cry, ‘Another 
victim—three victims!' No!' the babe’s white 
arm holds her off. They tell me I am mad; 
am not—-I am not. 

“ Brook Emmeusly.” 
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“ When will you visit Marclnnont, aunt, 
dear aunt?” said George Dcntnoris. “Now 
Uncle Beverley is so much better, shall we not 
see their dear faces soon again?” 

“ I shall certainly grow jealous of you, 
young sir, if you continue tlms solicitous of 
^faiiiig Miss Clairlowe’s heart,” retorted Ha¬ 
rold. - 

“ Miss Clairlowe! indeed, we arc neither of 
us to ‘ miss ^ her more. I am glad you will be 

f 

married soon, Harold—next Thursday week; 
how very near. Hurrah!” and the brothers 
separated— 

Lord Dcntnoris to fill pages with n tale oft 
told, and George to bid their orphan friend 
accompany him in his ride. 
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CHAPTEll XIV. 


Tlie bride coniOs forth! no more her tears arc tulliog, 

To leave the cliainbcr of her infant years; 

Kind voices fixnn a distant home are calling—- 

She comes like day-spring—she hath done with tears. 

Once, when I looked along the lauglung .earth, 

ITp the blue heavens, and through the middle air, 
Joyfully ringing with the skylark’s song, 

1 wei»t! luxd thought how sad for one so young 
To bid farewell to so much happiness. 

Wilson. 

« 

“ Indeed, Mamma, I have not wept, my eyes 
arc heavy only with watching for the break of 
day. Sorrowful my waking hours have been, 
dear mother, for all my thoughts are filled 
with that one recollection—^ I must leave you/ 
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Even happiness like mine caniiut, cannot lessen 
that keen memory. Nay, do not chide me, my 
sweet mother; Harold Avould not love me if I 
felt not sadness in leaving you and my dear 
hither. All these things—look upon them, 
mother mine—all these will he Mary Clair- 
lowc’s no more 

I 

‘‘ But they will still, will ever be the pro- 
poj’ty of Mary Dentnoris,” said the fond old 
lady. 

A vivid blush mantled the young bride\s 
cheek, at this allusion to her husband’s name, 
and silence succeeded. 

Mrs. Clairlowe had sought her daughter 
with the morning’s dawn, proposing to herself 
tile delight of watching her in peaceful slum¬ 
ber once again, ere she passed the sacred 
riibicon, and changed the hopes and fears of 
girlhood for the anxious cares, and the intense 
devotion of “ a wife.” 
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Miss Clairlowc was already sitting at lier 
window, when her mother entered. Lodwick 
and the Colonel soon joined them. Not a tear 
was shed except the holy tcai* of too much joy. 

Colonel Clairlowc looked upon his “ loveliest 
o!ie/^ tlie last time he might call her his own, 
all his own. . The brother blessed her with his 
heartiest prayer, and mused on Harold’s for¬ 
tune to win that sister. The mother! oh, first 
and last, and deepest, was her fear, her liope, 
her love. 

In the wedding preparations more had been 
done to gratify the happy tenants on the es¬ 
tate than to enrich the bridal cortege, yet was 
it a goodly sight to sec; and, though they 
could not .pledge the solemn vow at the altar 
where first their footsteps met, it was deter¬ 
mined that Landsworth should be the temple 
honoured by their first visit on a return to 
England. 
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And Harold Dentnoris at last stood by that 
beloved girl—a lew moments only to elapse 
ere he would clasp her to his breast, his wife 
for ever. 

The words were uttered, and the ring be¬ 
stowed ; the merry peal rang forth; tlie Giier^ 
don of their trials was awarded, and their 
earthly Goal won. 

With almost jealous anxiety, the father 
watched the small white hand as it inscribed 
his name ! it was her resignation of it; he 
sighed, and then the old man wept. 

Sir William Belton gave his arm to Lady 
Wilverton, and passed onwards to the car¬ 
riages. 

“ Oh, Lady Wilverix)n, said he, scarce 
audibly, “ would that your heart could relent 
—would that the devotion of years might be 
repaid with hope! Oh, Heaven! you know 
not my deep love for you. Forgive, and do 



2G0 GOALS AND GUEllDOJ^S; UE, 

not rebuke me; I see by yuur iiiauncr 1 have 
ulleiided. Do wot misunderstand me; 1 appre¬ 
ciate your heart, your goodness. Tardoii my 
iransgressiou—1 have trampled on my promise, 
given though long before I learned to watch 
you, Lady AVilverton, and mark your every 
thought, and sec no trait but those Heaven 
values and human nature loves. You can¬ 
not condemn me, dear lady, 1 have, by nei¬ 
ther sign nor word, spoken of my love; yet I 
reproach myself, and would have cpialilicd my 
forbearance with approval rather than lly your 
in'cseiice, and deprecate my sellisli, uncontrol¬ 
lable affection. I sec Lord llcrberton waits 
foi* you. May the cboicest of Heaven’s bless¬ 
ings be tbiiie, thine for ever! We meet, but 
tlie great gulf lies between.*’ 

Happy Mary!” said Sarah Dentriorj.Kj; 
wlio but heir could have won Harold. Looked 
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sliG not continued she, addressing 

Percy Loder. 

“ Heavenly !’* was the warm response. 

It breathed liis last longing sigh; and many 
a dreary month succeeded till, schooled and 
overcome, the memory of a something brighter 
tliat had been and passed was the only ray 
existing of liis former love. 

Tn The wife of Vciitnoris he wolconwd a now 
friend, and in that friendliness he lived and 
died. 

One Aveek after the marriage, T^ady Wilver- 
ton received a letter of farewell from Sir Wil¬ 
liam Helton;— 

“ T do not cpiit Puropc, dear Lady Wilver- 
ton, and every scene connected Avith my hope- 
aspirations, in any belief tliat time may 
diminish or change my feelings. It is 0013 ?^ 
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that, perchance, far from you—distant from 
the sound of your praises—remote from those 
wh^ove you—I may teach myself to conceal 
emotions reasonably annoying to you. My 
health is impaired, which proves sufficient 
cause for thus absenting myself. Your sum¬ 
mons to return alone can bo obeyed. Say not 
again, your years outnumber mine—so do your 
virtues! Say no more that T am youiiig, and 
require alone the patience of endurance for a 
while, to rest my li|£irt beside a fitter slirinc. 
The dispensations from the only other, whence 
1 learned my love for you, already bow me 
down. Tt is the living gods! Dearest Lady 
Wilverton, I have seen yourself, and, next to 
Heaven, love you; nor will it be imputed sin 
to breathe, with my latest sigh, the remem¬ 
brance of my tenderness. 

‘ “ God bless you. 

1* 


William Belton.*’ 
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“ lie merited a l)etter fate,” said Lady Wil- 
verton, pondering sadly over tlic incidents of 
tlie past week. 

It had brought imcf|uid liappiness and 
misery; yet Ho wlio reads onr souls makes 
tjaiilifnl joeord of theii' strength to sniTer and 
n^ceivo. JUess you, lie will, dear Sir William, 
and render you that happiness ten thousand 
fold, which 1 only seem to have a tlionght to¬ 
wards witldiolding. Taunton, come to my 
dreams! and say you long fur our lumnion.” 

And again the widow and the widower lived 
trampiilly at T/andsworth. 


\Vr!i))t in ti (“loiul <»f gloi-ionH ilrcanis 
Slu Lrenthos jmd didvos nloiio-, 
niinuj;’ r<.>r iliuM' l^owcrs and Htivniu'^ 

AVlicro her 1jo1«jvo(1 is «aoiie. 


FINIS. 
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